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DRIVING-TEST—TURKISH STYLE 


BY ASHENDEN 


THE taxi-drivers of Istanbul drive 
with an expertise that is equalled 
only by their abandon. And the 
twisted, narrow streets and fearsome 
inclines of the city are often the 
scene of hairbreadth escapes, followed 
by protracted verbal duels. Here 
and there ome can see notices 
enjoining drivers to descend some 
frightening declivity with ‘ Vitesse,’ 
which makes it difficult for the 
average traveller with only a partial 
knowledge of the language to repress 
ashudder. But ‘ Vitesse’ in Turkish 
means ‘In gear’; and well in- 
may be, they are seldom respected. 
For many years it seemed to me 
Q 


ummecessary to own or drive a car 
in Turkey. I preferred to leave 
such hazardous occupations to the 
professionals whose nerves were 
attuned to the demands of their 
trade. And as a non-driver, it was 
possible to relax and enjoy one’s 
journeys, secure in the knowledge 
that a master’s hand was at the 
wheel. For travels in the interior 
I had an arrangement with a delight- 
ful taxi-owner who was also a 
companion; he was ready to take 
me anywhere a car could conceivably 
go, and to places where a car had 
never been before. With small 
parties of friends some memorable 
journeys were planned and carried 
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sacks to get us to our goals. 


of a standstill. Taxis were hard to 
get. No one would risk his car in 
the interior. With a heavy heart 
I decided to buy a vehicle. Owing 
to the ban on imports, ancient 
jalopies, with a decade of service and 
§00,000 kilometres on the clock, 
were fetching thousands of pounds. 
But fortunately, at just that time, 
the British Embassy put up for sale 
a 1951 Land-Rover, in bad condition, 
and I was able to acquire it by 

i It took six 


a difficult thing. The test, consisting 
of a written exam. in two parts, and 
three different trials of practical skill, 
is liable to last the whole day. The 
first part of the driving-test is a kind 
of circus trick, so difficult that even 
an expert driver is unlikely to pass 
without preparation. 

I enrolled myself at the Fikri Tan 
Driving-School for a three months’ 
course on the mechanics of a car, as 


Hit 


: 


to fruition, based om his big blue — well as for three months of driving- 
De Soto, and in the days before lessons, at the rate of three lessons | 
even the first vestiges of Gran a week. It was an intensive course, | 
Turismo had penetrated to the amd there was prep. to be done after 
Anatolian Plateau. Those were each mechanical lesson. In addition, 
travels in a purer tradition, where I was directed to master the two 
we used our sleeping-bags and ruck- hundred and one Articles of the 
ee Turkish Traffic Law, which was to 
But times change. By 1958 there form the subject of the second part 
were mo spare parts, no tyres and of the writtenexam. As the Director 
even a shortage of fuel. The oof the Istanbul Sixth Section of 
continuing foreign-exchange crisis Police (the Traffic Police) had 
had brought transport to the verge recently brought out a volume on | 
the subject of the Traffic Law, it 
seemed only prudent to make this 
book my chosen text. ~ 
The imstructor in mechanics from 
whom I had private lessons was an 
elderly gentleman with a quiet 
manner and a gift for imparting 
knowledge. We worked on cut- 
away models with moving parts and 
transparent sides; the school was 
excellently set up in every way. I 
had bought the standard local work 
on the imternal combustion engine, 
months to effect the mecessary and the brakes, steering, drive 
repairs, but by the autumn of ’58 suspension and electrical circuits of 
the car was ready for the road. All 
I needed was a driving-licence. 
To acquire a driving-licence in 
Turkey is now, for a resident, quite 
learnt, 
For the mon-mechanically-minded 
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person it is difficult to think of a 
better way of causing knowledge to 


U-bend is the pivot of the Turkish 
driving-test. The bend itself is 


of course slipping onto the stake. 
sink in. By the end of the course _sIf this test is passed, then the candi- 
I had completed thirty pages of date drives up to the bend of the U, 
tightly-written quarto paper con-  imches round it, turning to the right 
taining the essence of what I had at smail’s pace, and descends the 
learnt. All this was naturally in other arm of the U. .The test is 
Turkish, and I still do not know afterwards repeated the reverse way 
the English names of the many —turning left, that is. And finally 
component parts that make up _ the car has to be driven backwards, 
a car. going round to the left, then back- 
. The Traffic Law studies were in wards to the right. Driving back- 
| a way more difficult. The legalistic wards to the right is the hardest, 
language constituted a hurdle; but representing a turn on the blind side 
the biggest difficulty was the absence and calling for extraordinarily nice 
of a teacher. Visual and oralinstruc- judgment. 

tion certainly aids learning, and For weeks I toiled at my U-bends. 
. solitary studies appear to demand a The three plain turns were mastered 
| more severe effort mentally. im the end; but the backwards-to- 
Meanwhile the driving-lessons the-right, blind-side manccuvre was 
were progressing. I had graduated a tough nut. Even at the close of 
from the twin-control car on the the course I was as often as not 
open hillside to an aged Austin on knocking over a post on this run. 
the U-bend obstacle course. The Now, you may ask: ‘What of 
road work and ordinary motoring 
exceedingly tight; there is only just _is that practically no attention is paid 
room for a car to get round it. An to road-work and the road-test is 
error of inches will cause one of the purely perfunctory. The Turkish 
posts on the bend to be knocked driving-test teaches only dexterity, 
down, which of course carries auto- and dexterity of a high order. Apart 
matic disqualification. Apart from from the U-bend there is a parking- 
the sharpness and tightess of the test which is almost as difficult, and 
bends, the course has the further imvolves complicated mancuvres in 

| difficulty of gradient; the sides of a very cramped space. 
the U lie on fairly steep inclines. After I had mastered (more or 
In the actual test the candidate _less) the U-bend, the parking-lessons 
drives half-way up one of the sides § and the mechanical course, the Fikri 
of the U and is then told to stop, Tan School told me that I had a 
using only the footbrake. A stake § good chance of success and should 
is driven into the ground just behind apply to the Sixth Section of the 
the car, and the candidate is told to Police for permission to sit for the 
carry on up the incline, without exam. The Sixth Section informed 
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me that I would have to pass a 
medical examination first. 


When my turn came, I was shown 
first of all into the eye specialist’s 
room, where a cunning examination 
of visual powers, including some 
ingenious tests for colour-blindness, 
was carried out. Having passed 
this trial I was given a favourable 
report im writing and sent to visit 
the car man. The same thorough 
testing took place; then the car 
specialist told me to walk away, turn 
a corner half into another room, and 
keep my back to him. A ludicrous 
whispered silly questions in Turkish, 
very softly so that they were barely 
audible, and when I answered in my 
normal voice, he kept whispering, 
“ Speak up,” equally gently, so that 
in the end I was almost shouting in 
response to disembodied murmurs. 
It is a good thing that the resident 
alienist did not see me at this moment, 
for it might have given rise to an 


Next on my list was the co-ordina- 


by what I understood to be a general 
pathologist, but he might have been 
a football-trainer, so cager was he 
to bring out the best in one physically. 
After the conventional reflex tests 
with the hammer, he asked me to 
stand on one foot, and then go down 
on one leg bending the knee. This 
is hard to do. But a mountaineering 
background stood me in good stead. 
“Now I want to see your calves,” 
he said. “Roll up your trousers.” 
He felt my calf-muscles meditatively, 
and concluded, “ Very good, I see 
you are in training. 
to see the alienist now 


attempt to trip me up. In the end 
he appeared to conclude that I must 
be sufficiently free of any of the 
grosser types of mental abnormality 
to be allowed loose on the Turkish 
highways, and I judged the interview 
to be concluded. But just as I was 
walking through the door, he called 
out from his desk, “ By the way, 
Mr Ashenden, my wife went out to 
buy oranges this morning and got 
a dozen at three and a half kurus 
each ; how much did they cost her ? ” 
It seemed almost like a foul to do 
this after the interview was over, but 
then from an alienist one must be 
prepared for anything. “ Forty-two 
kurus,” I replied. The alienist gave 
a laugh. “Good man! You got 
it right.” 


The medical took place at the 
Ministry of Hygiene. I called there 
one morning in November and found 
a queue of candidates standing in 
ragged array down the passages. 
They were mainly budding lorry- 
drivers and taxi-men ; some of them 
with beards and cloth caps, looking 
rather fierce, but all nevertheless 
ready to crack a joke. The medical 
exam. was not without its humour. 
The resident alienist, who had a 
moustache and wore glasses as all 
good alienists should, asked me a 
number of questions about my age, 
occupation, tastes and proclivities. 
We had a relaxed and quite agree- 
able conversation, unmarred by any 
hate misunderstanding. ne 
aurist finally recalled me to his desk 
and said with a beaming smile, “ You : 
have excellent hearing, my son.” | 
tion and muscular test, administered 


DRIVING-TEST—TURKISH STYLE 485 


So Ashenden got through his 
medical. 

My application to sit for the 
now backed up by a document 
containing the written assent of the 
four doctors who had seen me, plus 
the head of the Hygiene Department. 
I was granted permission to sit for 
the exam. at 9 A.M. on 14th January. 

Although I had been told that the 
U-bend course at the Police School 
was similar to the one I had been 
working on, it seemed only prudent 
to make a preliminary reconnaissance. 
So on the afternoon of the 13th, in 
the happy company of my fiancée H., 
who had arrived in Istanbul a few 
days previously, I went to the Police 
School. 

The test course was behind high 
walls, but through a crack in a 
wooden door we saw an aged Austin 
creeping round a U which was 
disconcertingly unlike the one I had 
been working on. We were filled 
with concern. Wasting no time, we 


of the Police School and to 
see the superintendent. The super. 
was a fine-looking man with greying 
hair and a resolute face. “ What can 
I ‘do for you?” he asked with a 
faint smile. “ Well, I’m sitting for 
the exam. tomorrow,” I replied, 
“and would like to ask your permis- 
sion to reconnoitre the course.” 
Mellowed perhaps by the sight of 
H.’s youthful beauty, and deferring 
to my black homburg and city-like 
appearance, the super. courteously 
accompanied us down the steps to 
the arena—it almost reminded me 


course and is given some practice 


of a gladiatorial arena—where an 
aged Austin was slaloming its way 
through the sticks. Standing at 
a sort of royal box surveying the : 
scene, the superintendent made an 
expansive gesture giving us the free- 
dom of his demesne, and then called 
to a halt the moving car. The coach 
jumped out, stood almost at attention 
and awaited orders. “ See that this 
gentleman gets taken round the 
tonight.” “On my head be it, sir,” 
replied the coach. 

The super. left, and H. and I 
went down to the arena. Certain 
homely touches began to strike us. 
Around the course were washing- 
lines, and the underwear of budding 
police constables festooned the north 
side of the enclosure. We noticed 
that long pants were worn. While 
somewhat distracting to the eye, the 
washing was not really such a 
physical hazard as the poultry that 
wandered round the U-bend itself— 
two turkeys, three cocks and several 
hens. H. was convulsed by the 
whole scene. 

Affiliated to the Police School are a 
number of private instructor-coaches, 
and it is their vehicles that must be 
hired by candidates for the exam. 

All the cars are Austins; and most 
are in an advanced stage of decrepi- 
tude. The coach the super. had 
addressed said he would fetch a 
colleague to put me through the 
hoops that evening. About a quarter 

| of an hour later he turned up with 
| another little Austin and a second 
coach. 

Meanwhile H. and I had paced 
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a play of not less than 
ninety degrees. Against such heavy 
odds and the difficulties of the new 
expertise availed but little. Each 
attempt round the U-bend ended 
with posts knocked down and panic- 
stricken poultry flying in all direc- 


that day. H. sat glumly in the back 
with little hope left for my success 
“ Ar least,” she 


to take your turn. Stand at the back 
of the queue and wait for the sun 


delay. 
The sun shone and a breeze 
fluttered the washing in the morning 


first run round the U, while H. and 
I watched intently. Soon enough 
there came the first failure, on the 


out the course and found certain 

diferences inthe ange che 

and the approach, as compared with to dry it out. I’ve been through : 

the U-bend I was used to. When the thing myself and know some 

I got into the Austin with the coach chaps who spent two years before 

of the Police School, I discovered _ they got it. It’s the very devil when 

that the engine only worked in fits _it’s wet.” We thanked the driver as 

and starts, and that the steering- he drew up at the wooden gate of 
the enclosure, and he wished me the 
best of luck. 

Inside, an unforgettable scene met 
our eyes. High in his royal box 
stood the superintendent, - arms 
folded, surveying the scene with 
regal composure. Down - below, 
milling around in the mud, were 

with their owner-coaches and a 
motley array of candidates. Some 
some had no radiators and many 
said, “ if you are to fail, do it in the were dented. At each end of the 
grand manner by mowing down all U-bend stood a phalanx of police, 
the posts, three cocks andacouple of looking splendidly officious, with 
police officers.” I merely told the notebooks in hand, checking off the 
coach he would have to get me names of the candidates and preparing 
another car, and preferably another to record the details of the test. 
instructor, the next day, as it was I produced proof of my identity 
impossible to use his vehicle. and was passed as present. A new 
That evening, to the accompani- coach was given to me, complete with 
ment of icy gusts and battering rain, car whose steering-wheel actually 
I sweated up for the last time the worked. He said he had a candidate 
two hundred and one Articles of the who would go in before me, but 
Traffic Law. And on the morrow that he would be at my disposal 
H. and I crossed the Bosphorus by afterwards. This was welcome news, 
an early ferry. We got into a taxi since it would provide for further 
at the Galata Bridge and told the 
driver to take us to the “ Police 
School, Examination Area.” “ Now 
let me give you a piece of advice, light. The candidates started their 
sir,” said the taxi-man. “ It rained 
in a shocking state. Be in no hurry 
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hill brake-tests. One car slipped 
back onto the stake placed behind 
its tail, and the event was celebrated 
by a loud blast on a police-whistle. 


ward turns. The thin fume of 


post at the actual bend of the U and 
came within a hairbreadth of dis- 
qualification. The post shook but 
did not fall. Calmer now, I slowed 
down to the one m.p.h., or less, at 
which experienced drivers of this 
course are wont to travel. 

round the second bend of the U 
along the arm of it was no problem. 
I had got through the first round. 
Three police officers with notebooks 
duly inscribed this fact on my card. 
The coach went up to H. with a 
smile of gratification. 

Next was the forwards-to-the-left 
manceuvre. Crawling round at a 
snail’s pace behind a line of other 
cars, I completed this without 
incident, and only one of our team 
was climinated. 

Harder stuff was to follow. 
The backwards-to-the-left manceuvre 
ploughed two more of our team, 
but by great good luck and infinitely 
slow driving I managed to overcome 
the subtle snares of this test. Three 
of the four manceuvres were now 


Another car mowed down three ) 
posts. But the survivors ploughed 
grimly on, nose to tail, inching round 
the bend. More failed on the back- 
exhausts rose into the morning air. 

Before the manceuvres round the 

U-bend, we noticed the coaches in 
earnest parley with their pupils. 
Admonitory signs and a flood of 
pep-talk were administered until the 
last possible moment ; in fact, some 
coaches took things so far that they 
jumped on the fronts of their cars 
and hung on with a forefinger, 
encouraging and expostulating until 
the vehicle started up the incline of 
the U, when they would jump off 
with a laughing “ May God give you 
strength.” 

Eventually my turn came. 
turned her face to the wall. “ This : 
is dreadful,” she said. “I really 
can’t stand it; shan’t look. It 
might put you off.” accomplished, and there remained 

I got into my Austin and prepared only the hardest of all—the back- 
for the brake-test. Half-way up the wards to the right. Our police 
incline a policeman lurking in wait umpires allowed a short interval for 
gave the order to stop. A post was regrouping and for pep-talks by the 
placed behind the vehicle. Then the coaches. 
policeman said, “ Carryon.” Letting My coach got into the Austin I 
in the clutch slowly, I pressed the was driving, and began a low carnest 
accelerator, but without taking my address. “ Think nothing of it, my 
heel off the footbrake. The car som. Relax and hold the wheel 
shuddered and a loud noise came gently. I am going to give you 
from the engine. Then suddenly, special assistance on this test. You 
with the back wheels skidding will pass it with case, just like 

| round, we were off. The impetus drawing a hair out of butter.” He 
was so unexpected that I grazed a delved under the seat and produced 
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I glanced towards H., but saw only 
her back. She had turned her face 
to the wall again. 

I started up the incline and was 
just about to put the bottle drill into 
practice when our line of cars was 
brought to a halt by some unfortunate 
in front who had demolished several 
posts, fore and aft, at the second 
bend. By the time the course was 
repaired and the man had extricated 
himself, a minute or two had passed. 
When we resumed motion I forgot 
about the Raki-bottle, and gazing 
grimly at the line of posts put the 
Austin at them at a speed well in 


excess of the snail’s crawl adopted 
by the more decorous members of 
our convoy. At the second bend I 
grazed a post with the near front 


leapt onto the car. “ Well done!” 
he said; “I never doubted it. Now 
you have the parking-test and the 
road-test. But they are as nothing 
compared to what you have just | 
performed.” 

As a matter of fact the parking-test 
was hard: in some ways it called for 
as much judgment as the U-bend, 
and the tolerances were small. 
But the road-test amounted to 
nothing much. It was conducted 
in the hilly, wooded grounds of the 
Police School; none of the umpires 
was going to be so foolhardy as to 
let the neophytes loose on the open 
streets of Istanbul. My coach drove 
the car to the start of the road-test 


to a blind cormer in thick trees; 
I was horrified to see there another 


spirit called *‘Raki.’ The initial idea 

this conjured up of an attempt to 
wheel. The post teetered but stayed 
up. Then with tremendous satis- 
faction I roared backwards down the 

to me,” said the EJ as he finishing straight. 

positioned the bottle with very As I climbed out I saw H. 

careful precision under the rear surrounded by a bevy of anonymous 

window. “You must jam your males, police officers, taxi-drivers’ 

shoulders Aard into the corner, turn _fiancées, and in fact most of the 

your neck to the right and look omlookers of the arena, vociferously 

straight at the Raki-bottle. When congratulating her, or with genuine 

you get the fourth post up the incline delight trying to shake her hand. 

of the U in alignment with the letter It was a great day for H.! My coach 

A on the bottle, you start swinging 

the wheel. Swing hard and keep 

swinging until you see all the posts 

of the base of the U in line ahead ; 

then make your counterswing and 

slow down. Be careful; it’s on the 

second bend that most pupils fail. 

But you won’t. You can do it.” 

By now the candidates were 

mustering. The coach climbed out. 

“* May God give you facility, my son.” 
course, then got out and handed over 
the wheel to me. A police officer 
and a road engineer got in, officiously 
waving notebooks. “ Start,” they 
said; then “ Accelerate.” I went 
through the gears and revved up to 
a respectable velocity until we came 
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PE 
Br 
ath 


Now listen to the rules. There are 
a hundred examination papers in 
front of me. All are in sealed 
envelopes. All have different ques- 
and with the questions, are sheets 
of numbered and certified paper. 
You will answer your questions on 
the numbered sheets, and in indelible 
pencil. There will be no scratching 
out. Each answer must be numbered, 
and .after the number you will put 
adash. Nota full stop; if you put 
a full stop I shall disqualify you. 
Remember that. As I call your 


car turned upside down against a 
tree, smoking slightly. “Pay no 
attention,” said the police officer. 
“The chap made a mess of it.” | 
It was a remarkably cool statement 
of the obvious, but I thought it best 
to ask no questions. At least the 
driver had secured disqualification in 
the grand manner. 
We turned the corner smartly, 
climbed a hill, then forked to the | 
left and descended a steep slope. 
“That will do,” said the police 
officer. “ Your circuit isended. You 
may now present yourself for the 
written ¢xamination at three P.M.” names out, you will come up one 
Lunchtime had arrived, and H. by one and select your envelopes, 
and I sat on a bench in the sun and~=ss then ~=you will return straight to 
your desks. You will not break the 
seals of your envelopes until every- 
one has secured his paper. Then I 
shall give the signal to start, on my 
whistle. You'll have one hour flat.” 
I was filled with admiration for 
the system. In a part of the world 
where the foiling of adventitious aids 
to success at exams. is a major pre- 
occupation of all school authorities, 
eee =the Police School seemed to have 
Ancient school desks filled the room. come up with the foolproof answer. 
The temperature was glacial. There There would certainly be no guile 
was absolutely no heating. Under- or trickery here. The hundred 
neath the blackboard stood a large different exam. papers obviously 
table with three police invigilators. covered every aspect of the 
When everyone was seated, the mechanical and Traffic Law courses, 
senior imvigilator got up and and even if-a candidate had seen 
addressed us in the most overbearing them all before, he would still have 
tones. One felt like a very junior to know his stuff perfectly in order 
fag up before the ‘ beak.’ to be sure of answering any random- 
: “ There will be no talking in this _ selected paper correctly. 
exam.,” he said. “ And no guile or When the whistle blew we all 
trickery. Anyone who so much as broke open our envelopes. The 
utters a whisper will be chucked out. room was filled with a crackle of 
| Q2 
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paper. Then absolute silence 
descended. You could almost hear 
the whirr of mental counters turning 
over, as the whole roomful got to 
grips with the questions. 

My first was, ‘Describe the 
ignition system of a petrol engine. 
In what ways does this differ from 
that of a Diesel engine?’ This was 
‘kid stuff’ for a graduate of the 
Fikri Tan Academy for budding 
drivers ; but there were harder ones 
to follow. One was, ‘ Describe the 
‘ mechanism by which it is possible 
for an engine to idle, and say what 
changes occur when the accelerator 
pedal is depressed.” The hardest 
questions demanded a list of the parts 
involved in the particular section of 
the car referred to, together with a 
description of what defects they 
might be liable to, and how these 
defects could be put right. 

Fortunately the course I had done 
was adequate to allow me to cope 
with such conundrums, and I was 
able to answer the mechanical 
Next was the Traffic Law section 
of the exam. I found this harder. 
oppressive. In an agglutinating 
tongue such as Turkish, the wealth 
of qualifying suffixes is apt to become 
bewildering in the written language. 
Some of the questions I found 
i but for- 


to five out of seven. In the end I 


had not been to enligh 

By dint of intense cerebration I 
managed to recollect word for word 
the first three lines of the answer. 
The rest was beyond me. Writing 
down a lot more text, mostly gib- 
berish, but with occasional patches 
of the authorised reply, I completed 
a veritable essay on the subject, and 
understand it better than I did; I 
hoped in fact that they would put 
down my obscurity of expression to 


I saw my name up on the list of 
successful candidates in all five 
sections of the exam. 


found I would have to attempt an 
answer to my special béte noire | 
conundrum, which appeared like a | 
Cerberus at the bottom of the paper. 
It was, ‘ Define the circumstances in 
which one can become involved in 
a traffic accident without actually 
hitting or touching another car or 
person.’ The answer to this runs 
to many lines of closely-packed 
legalese. To this day I have never 
understood it fully. And even my 
instructor at the Fikri Tan School 
pardonable weakness in a language 
that was not my own. 

Little more remains to be said. 

A few days later I visited the 
Sixth Section of Police; and with 
much the same feelings as I had 
before the war when given the award 
of an honorary scholarship at Rugby, 
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EVAN MORGAN COMES HOME 


BY L. P. 


THERE is only the one main street in 
Liandwy, and it stretches the length 
of the village, from the tiny railway 
station at one end to the cross-roads 
at the other. Where the road divides, 
with one way swinging up into the 
mountains and the other to Pentir 
and the Llewr valley below, a narrow 
hump-backed bridge spans the brown 
stream of mountain water, which 
bends at a right-angle before running 
parallel to the street. 

Beyond the bridge, and standing 
alone, so that it looks as if it had only 
been added as an afterthought, is the 
red-brick cube of the chapel. A 
little way beyond again is the low, 
served as a chapel in the days before 
the present one was erected. We call 
it the tin chapel, and it serves as a 
kind of village hall: Sunday~-school 
is held there, and the annual flower- 
show. At Christmas-time it becomes 
the theatre for our pantomime, and 
once it was the headquarters of the 
local Home Guard. 

It has seen better days, and the 
iron walls have rusted and scarred 
into holes. The green paint has faded 
and peeled, and in parts the roof is 
secured against wind with huge flat 
slabs of purple slate. It is the only 
eyesore in Llandwy. 

I remember that on my first day 


DAVIES 
in the village, when Roberts Poliss 
escorted me through the winding 
streets, I unthinkingly expressed an 
opinion about its dilapidated appear- 
ance. He stroked his chin where the 
helmet-strap bit deeply into the 
flesh, and eyed me reproachfully. 

“Don’t be letting Rhys Jones 
Parson hear you say that,” said he. 
“ Pretty it may not be in a stranger’s 
eyes, but very useful for all that.” 

I heeded the warning, and sub- 
sequently kept my peace when later 
introduced to Mr Rhys Jones. He 
was tall and bleak, with thick black 
hair, equally thick bushy brows and 
a way of bending his gaze so that 
each time he moved his head I could 
almost feel the swinging beam of his 
eyes. 

Across the road from the old tin 
chapel stands the house with the grey- 
and-yellow stuccoed front. On that 
first day when Roberts Poliss had 
industriously filled my bewildered 
head with masses of information, I 
asked about the old house. We had 
gone to stand by the rusted and 
broken wrought-iron gates that led to 
the melancholy weed-covered drive, 
and he busied himself straightening 
the ‘For Sale. Apply Hughes & 
Broderick’ sign that stood wind- 
drunken by the gate, while he told 

: me its story. 


Bryn Liewr was the largest and 


He went on to tell me then about 
the coming of Idris Morgan and his 
two sons. A widower, Idris had 
bought the place and turned it into a 
market-garden, using help from the 
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be seeking work elsewhere. Better it 


“ That would be in ’46,” he rumi- 
nated. “ And Idris telling us all that 
Evan had deserted him, using any 
excuse to get away. Swearing, he 
was, never to have anything more to 
do with Evan.” 

“ A hard man,” Mr Roberts con- 
tinued. “Proud and difficult for even 
we of the village to be understanding. 


492 
The place was called Bryn Liewr. village until his sons became old 
I thought it a grand mame, and enough to play their part. Then the 
searched my recently-acquired know- war had come, and with it some 
ledge of Welsh for the translation. § measure of prosperity. Because they 
I came up with ‘ Bryn’ all right—I were engaged in the production of 
had already asked the landlord of the food, both Rhyn the elder and Evan 
Bryn Mawr, the local pub, about the younger son were exempted from 
that, and he had explained ‘ Bryn,’ _ military service. 
a view, ‘ Mawr,’ big. All very clear But then things started to change. 
and straightforward. I came un- Two seasons of bad weather with the 
stuck a little later when Williams winds damaging the green-houses, 
Chemist had been talking about his and late frosts taking the blossom, 
daughter. He called her a merch reduced them to living off their 
fawr. I knew that ‘merch’ was the capital. In the winter of ’45, a night 
Welsh for girl or daughter, but 1 was of fierce winds took the entire top 
lost with ‘ fawr.’ from their largest glass-house, and 
* Fawr,’ he told me, was big—the they could not afford to have it 
same as ‘mawr.’ That was my first repaired. 
introduction to the intricacies of “And that,” Roberts told me as 
mutations. It was one of the reasons |§ we walked up the drive, “was when 
why I decided to forgo the pleasure _ the rot really set in. Evan ups and 
of learning the language. tells his father that he is away to sea. 
Not enough moncy coming in to 
oldest house in Llandwy. Ithadbeen keep us all going,’ says he. ‘Another | 
built by a Manchester business-man _year like this last one and we will all 
in the Victorian days of prosperous ([— 
landowners to serve as a shooting- _ is if only the two of you left, and a 
lodge-cum-week-end residence. But ffair chance of keeping the place 
with his passing, the place had be- going. Moncy I will send as soon as 
come something of a white elephant, [am ablie.’” 
and had remained unoccupied. Mr Roberts pushed the unlocked 
“ When I first came to Llandwy,” front door open, and we wandered 
Roberts Poliss told me, “it had stood with echoing footsteps through large 
empty for along time. Looking very _ high-ceilinged rooms. 
miserable it was too, and me having 
work on my hands in keeping children 
from breaking fences and smashing 
windows.” 
\ 
\ 
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Too proud to admit defeat. But 
Rhyn too was secing the way of 
things, and he gets work in the slate- 
quarries, and helps in the gardens at 
night and each week-end. 

“ But before he has been in the 
quarries for more than a year there 
is an accident, and he is taken to 
hospital at Bangor with a broken leg. 
He never came home again ; for there 
was a disease of the bone—long 
words were used which I can’t re- 
member. They buried him at Pentir 
in the valley.” 

We walked through the house and 
came out onto a terrace at the back. 
The stomes were moss-covered and 
crumbling, the broken steps led to a 
wilderness of wild briar and gnarled 
trees, deep in coarse desolate grass. 

“Idris sold the place then,” Roberts 
told me, “and went to live in the 
valley. There is a cottage that stands 
alone just beyond the big farm. I 
often stop to have a word with him 
on my way to Pentir.” 

I rested my hands on the crum- 
bling balustrade. “ It’s been empty 
ever since ?” I asked. 

“An Englishman bought it, but 
he didn’t live here for more than a 
year. He put it up for sale, and that’s 
how it is to this very day. Empty 
now for ten years or so.” 

We turned and went back through 
the dusty corridors. 

“ And no news of Evan ?” I asked 
as he closed the front door behind 
us. 

“Never a word,” said Roberts 
Poliss ; and then, as if tired of the 
subject, “ Now I'll take you to meet 
Come off it Cullis.” 


I forgot my interest in Bryn Llewr 
in the discovery of anew name. Mr 
Roberts was mildly surprised that I 
was curious about the origins of a 
name like Come off it Cullis. He 
seemed to think it quite an ordinary 
sort of title. But he pandered to my 

When Mr Cullis, a young and 
enthusiastic teacher, fresh from the 
university, had first come to Llandwy, 
he had been appalled at the lack of 
classical knowledge among his pupils. 
The discovery that Shakespeare was a 
closed book to them had set him 
thinking how best to introduce the 
subject. He decided that the play was 
the thing. 

In the first optimistic glow he 
envisaged a mammoth production of 
Henry V. in the village hall, but in the 
end he had to settle for brief excerpts 
to be rendered at the Christmas 
concert. 

The pidce de résistance was to be 
* Friends, Romans, Countrymen,’ and 
one Willy Vaughan was to deliver 
the speech. Not because Willy 
but because his doting mother hap- 
pened to be Mr Cullis’s landlady, and 
the underpaid Mr Cullis was a fort- 
as it were, had been brought to bear. 

He rehearsed the reluctant Willy 
from July onwards. When the great 
moment arrived the curtain rose on 
Willy, resplendent in a borrowed 
table-cloth, his nose built up with 
plasticine, shivering against a back- 
ground of corrugated-paper pillars. 

“ Friends . . .” Willy offered the 
waiting audience. Then he dried up. 
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“ Romans,” Mr Cullis whispered We spoke, I remember, about the 


fiercely from the prompt-corner. weather and the long drought. All 
“Romans .. .” Willy quavered, the while his eyes were on Llandwy, 
rapping his knees together. the other side of the valley, perched 
“ Countrymen,” MrCullisprompted _high on its ridge. He was unsmiling 
in a louder voice. and stern, and when I made some 
“Countrymen .. .” said Willy, fatuous remark comparing the quality 


throwing anguished glances into the of the flowers in my garden to those 
wings. in his, there was not a flicker of 
“ Lend me your ears!” Mr Cullis § amusement or understanding in his 
bellowed, and reached out alongarm eyes. 
Going back up the valley, and 
/ glare of the footlights. “Come off climbing the winding road to Llan- 
/ it!” he shouted. dwy, I thought about Rhyn who was 
That was the end of an experiment, buried in Pentir, and Evan who had 
christening of the schoolmaster, left home to become a sailor. I 
and new lodgings for Mr Cullis. | wondered what had happened to the 


The story of Bryn Llewr was told _for the sea. 
to me nearly three years ago now. After the long dry summer, first 
I had since met Idris Morgan and the rain came, and then the wind, 
found him to be as Mr Roberts said, hurtling in icy, salt-laden blasts into 
“ A proud and hard man.” the funnel of the mountains, bringing 
The first time I walked down the _trees toppling, and laying fences to 
valley to Pentir I noticed the bigfarm, the ground. 
and so was ready for the cottage that The Christmas pantomime was 
stood beyond it. I was admiring the held as usual, and a fortnight later 
garden—beautifully kept; lavender- came the night of the fiercest gales of 
bushes that put those in my own all. They brought down the Red 
garden to shame ; stocks, hollyhocks, | Dragon sign from its high post out- 
and a mass of lupins—when the little side the B 
white door opened and Mr Morgan the roof of the old tin chapel was 
came out to speak to me. torn i 

He looked younger than I had be flung, a tangled mass, into the 
expected—I would have put his age _field behind. 

at fifty if I had not known that he had The following morning, with Mab 
passed the sixty mark. He was tall, Morgan, the brown-faced quarry-man 
almost patriarchal in appearance, with § who had become my particular friend 
a mane of white hair, a long cadaver- in Llandwy, I went along to see what 
ous face, and deep-set, fierce dark § damage the night had brought. And 
eyes. He wore a neat, blue serge so we came upon a bleak and un- 
suit, and a flowing blue-spotted hand- happy Rhys Jones Parson, and little 
kerchief instead of a tic. Madoc Price, the dour village handy- 


Welshmar: who had deserted the land 
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man, inspecting the ruins of the tin 
chapel. 

Madoc, busy with pencil-stub and 
the back of an old envelope, had been 
converting the damage into figures. 
As we neared them Rhys Jones called 
us over, inviting us to share in his 


“ Struts as well it is 
wanting now, and fair play, but the 
rest of the roof to come down if I 
even put hammer to it. Ar fifty 
pounds,” he pointed out, stubbing 
furiously with his pencil, “I’m rob- 
bing myself, and only doing it for the 
sake of the chapel.” 

“ But fifty, man,” Rhys Jones pro- 
tested, his shoulders quivering, 
“when place was built costing only 
forty-five, and receipts I can be show- 
ing to prove it.” 

“And how long ago would that 
be ?” Madoc asked coldly. 

Rhys Jones blew heavily through 
his nose. “ Some time, certainly,” 
he admitted grudgingly, “ before the 
war.” 

Madoc snorted indignantly. “ And 
which war will that be?” he asked 
drily. “Telling you that 1911 was 
the date, and forty-five then worth a 
fortune today.” 

Rhys Jones looked at his feet while 
Madoc put his estimate in writing. 
He offered the minute scrap of paper 
to the parson, then went on his way. 

“ Fifty,” Rhys Jones brooded 


absently, his mind obviously racing 
ahead. “‘ We’ve had a sale of work 
and it’s too early for a flower-show. 
Now what....” He relapsed into a 
heavily at me. 

“There’s thinking that without 
tin chapel there’s nothing you can 
do to raise money to have it 
repaired,” he said, “ unless you are 
having the work done on tick and 
paying for it afterwards.” 

“ Unless,” I added, entering into 
the spirit of the thing, “ you hold a 
lottery.” 

We had gone quite a distance on 
our way before Rhys Jones woke up. 

“ A lottery?” he called after us. 
“ Now that’s something we’ve never 


had.” 


“ Diawch,” Mab breathed in my 
ear, “ and why can’t you be keeping 
bright ideas to yourself. Knowing 
well who will be monkey now. .. .” 

“Oh, Mr Morgan,” the parson 
called in dulcet tones, “can I have 
a word with you ?” 

That was in the morning. In the 
afternoon I went along to the station 
to see Evans the Signals who had 
promised me some forsythia cuttings. 
The 4.32 from Bangor was just 
pulling out as I climbed the hollow 
wooden steps that led to the plat- 
form, and a stranger stood there 
alone, looking out over Llandwy. 

He was very broad, and had a 
neatly trimmed black beard. His face 
was so bronzed and weather-beaten 
that it was hard to assess his age. 
There was a huge duffle-bag at his 
feet, and because he wore a black 
peaked cap with a badge on the front, 


gloom. 

“ All of fifty pounds, Madoc here 
is telling us,” he mourned. “ And 
only for new supports and three 
sheets of tin. Wicked, itis. .. .” 
“Sheets of iron and supports,” 
Madoc retorted, becoming briskly 
| 
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thick black gloves and a heavy serge 
suit with a blue woollen jersey, I 
decided that he must be a sailor. And 
thinking that, so a name came to my 

He nodded to me, and smiled. 
Then he picked up his bag and came 
along the platform. He walked with 
a gait that was almost a roll, as though 
one leg was a fraction shorter than 


I felt that he had only asked the 
question to tell me he was no stranger 
to the village. “It’s still here,” I 
told him, and he touched his cap in a 
gesture that was purely nautical, and 
swung away down the steps into the 
street. 

Evans the Signals brought my cut- 
tings wrapped in a piece of news- 
paper, and stood by my side, looking 
after the man in the thick blue suit 
and peaked cap. 

“ A stranger to you?” I said. 

He looked thoughtful. “Iss. But 
all the same, there’s a feeling that. ...” 

“Evan Morgan from Bryn Llewr?” 
I suggested, and he slapped his 


name I was secking.” 

For once I was before Mab in 
knowing some titbit of information. 
When he saw me in the Bryn Mawr 
that evening, he worked his way to 
my side. 


“New face in the village,” he 


began. 

“ Surely not,” I said happily. “An 
old face returned.” 

“You’ve heard,” he said re- 


« Pye met him,” said I. 

“ Taken lodgings with old Gwan,” 
he told me over the top of his 
tankard. “ Paying good money, she 
says, and helping her now with her 
post-offiss pension.” 

“ I wonder why he’s come back ?” 
I said. 


suddenly become quiet. 

“I wouldn’t be knowing,” he said 
slowly. “There’s changed he is 
since he went away, but that only 
to be expected in one who has sailed 
to foreign countries. He was asking 
about his father, and I told him that 
there was little hope of a welcome 
there. I set him on his way to 
the cottage, and he asked me to 
drop in at Gwan’s place later this 
evening, and have a chat about the 
old times.” 

“You know what happened, and 
why he left home ?” Mab asked me. 

I nodded. 

“ I know that he went away to sea 
very soon after the war,” I said, 
“ and that his father was upset.” 

“ Upset...?” He looked round 
the faces that were watching us. 
“ Diawch . . . that’s one way of 
describing it.” 

He produced three little books 
from the pocket of his corduroys and 
slapped them on the zinc counter- 
top. “ Now this is all your doing,” 


the other. 
Shw’mai ?”’ he greeted me, his 
teeth white against teak. He was 
Welsh, certainly, but the common 
expression came awkwardly from his Mab set down his tankard with 
lips. elaborate care. The room’ had 
“ The old Bryn Mawr,” he said; 
thigh. 
“ Dhuw,” said he, “that’s the 
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he said, and used as I was to his 
habit of suddenly changing the topic, 
I was lost for a moment, still with 
Evan Morgan and his proud father. 

“A hundred in each,” he said 
sadly. “And at half a crown a 
time.” 

It was not until I had picked up 
one of the books and riffled through 
its pink numbered pages that I 


“He’s worked it all out,” said 
Mab, and pushed his blue cloth cap 
to the back of his black curls. 


He laid his elbows on the counter 
and sank his chin in the rough cloth 
of his sleeves. His steel-rimmed 
spectacles threatened to fall from 
the tip of his nose. 

“ Prizes ?” he said sadly. “ There 
aren’t any. ‘Buy the tickets,’ Rhys 
Jones tells me, ‘and heaven will 


“ he means the village in general and 
me in particular.” 


As the originator of the lottery 
idea, I cast round in my mind for 
something which I could offer as a 
prize to set the ball rolling. In my 
younger days I had fancied myself as 
an artist. On the wall of my cottage 
hung a painting from that period. 
I had never much cared for it. 


tions? Plenty of time,” he added. 
“* Madoc saying at least three months 
before he can be getting the metal 
to start work.” 

He looked at the bottle-flanked 
clock above the tarnished mirror, 
and drained his tankard. 

“ Care to come with me to Gwan’s 
cottage ?”’ he asked me. “I don’t 
fancy going by myself.” 

I agreed: it would be interesting 
to meet the prodigal son. A thought 
came to me at the door. Mab 
Morgan—Evan Morgan. 

“ Is he any relation to you, Mab ?” 


the same name as themselves always 
seems to come as a surprise when it 


“Relation .. .?” he repeated, 


“ Dhuw, no.” 


I always felt at home in the 
parlour of Gwan’s little cottage. It 
was bright and cheerful, with gay 
covers. The mantelpiece and side- 
board were filled with polished copper 


“ nicely framed... ?” 
understood. “I know,” Mab said quickly, 
“ Mr Rhys Jones...” I said, “a “D’ve seen it. Any more sugges- 
lottery ?” 
He sighed, his face buried in his 
“ Three hundred at half a dollar will 
bring in enough with what he’s got 
> 
“What sort of prizes have you 
got?” I said; then, “ Half a crown— 
each ? 
I asked. 
He looked surprised, and I realised 
that like many other Welshmen I 
have met, the fact that somebody has 
mured. I am not a regular chapel- 
goer, not because I have no leanings [xR 
towards religion, but because an 
hour-long sermon in Welsh leaves 
me singularly untouched. 
“By ‘heaven,’” Mab explained 
with the weight of past experience, 


498 EVAN MORGAN COMES HOME 


and brass—pin-trays, horse-shoes, 
candlesticks and jugs. 

I sat on the window-seat, my 
favourite perch; for through the 
diamond panes I could look right out 
over the green Llewr valley to the 
mountain slopes beyond. The river 
itself was a silver ribbon, the fields 
squares of warm brown. The moun- 
tains were rich in their winter coat of 
red and purple bracken. 

Mab was on one side of the fire, 
and Evan Morgan, legs stretched the 
length of the worn woollen rug, on 
the other. Gwan, her round face 
alive with exertion and pride in her 
new lodger, bustled about with a 
great clinking of cups. 

“ Proud?” Evan said. “ There’s 
no understanding it. Only half a 
dozen words did I get to say to him. 
* Hello, Da,’ I says. ‘Here I am, 
back from...’ and before I can get 
another word out he’s lamming into 
me and showing me the door. No 
son of his, he tells me; a deserter, 
leaving him in the lurch when he 
wanted all the help he could. As if 
I were to know what was to happen 
to Rhyn. And then he gives me a 
wad of money. All the money I’ve 
sent over the years, and not a penny 
he’d touched. ‘ Not wanting charity,’ 
he tells me. . . . Dhuw. What can 
a man be doing with a father like 
that?” 

Gwan paused in her work to offer 
sympathetic clicks, and Mab nodded 
as much as to say, ‘I knew all the 
time that that’s how it would be.’ 

“And what will you do now, 
Evan?” he asked. 

“ This is my home,” Evan Morgan 


said. “I’ve come back, and I’m 
staying.” 

“I suppose,” Mab said, “ there’s 
much of the world you’ve seen on 
your travels?” 

Evan did not reply. His head 
was sunk on his chest, and his 
eyes stared into the fire. Gwan 
had to touch his arm to tell him 
the tea was ready. 


During the next few weeks I got 
used to seeing Evan in the village. 
He had made himself quite at home 
with old Gwan, and still kept to his 
peaked cap and blue jersey. Always 
he walked with his legs apart, as if 
straddling the deck of some invisible 
ship. 

And then, ome morning, a car 
came up the valley road and stopped 
outside Bryn Lliewr. A tall and 
efficient-looking gentleman with a 
huge wad of papers under one arm 
got out, wrenched up the ‘ For Sale’ 
notice, and was gone with it protrud- 
ing from the boot of the car before 
anyone could say a word to him. 
We waited for signs of the new 
tenants, but except for the gaping 
hole left by the uprooted post, the 
old place remained empty and un- 
changed. 

It was round about this time that 
Mab began to grow anxious about 
the lottery. He had accumulated as 
prizes, so he told me, a packet of ten 
Cigarettes, a miniature bottle of 
whisky, and a goffering-iron. 

“A what?” I asked of the last 


item. He explained that it was a 
pair of tongs used for curling the 
frills that the Welsh people wear 
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under the old-fashioned tall beaver 
hats. 

“No home should be without 
one,” I said facetiously, but he was 
not amused. 

Evan put in an appearance then, 


again. 

“ And that’s the best you can do ?” 
Evan asked cheerfully; and when 
Mab nodded, “ There’s things I’ve 
brought back with me—you’re wel- 
come to look at them, and if there’s 
anything you can use, then pleased 
to give them to help the chapel.” 

I went with them both to Gwan’s 
cottage, and Evan produced his 
duffie-bag and set it on the rug in 
front of the fire. 

Mab crouched on his haunches 
and crooned his, pleasure at a glitter- 
ing, half-curved blade with a carved 
handle. 

“From Malaya,” Evan told us, 
and produced a small wooden idol. 
“From Sumatra,” he said. “ Now 
that might be of use ?” 

Mab shook his head. “ Very strict 
is Rhys Jones,” said he. “Not taking 
kindly to a heathen idol being used 
to mend tin chapel.” 

Evan shrugged, and dug deeper 
into his bag. 

“ Dhuw...” Mab breathed at 
the next exhibit, and took it into his 
hands. 

It was a head—a shrunken head 
about the size of an orange, with a 
long and horribly straggling beard. 
The lips were sewn tightly together 
with rough stitches of some thick 
black thread, with one end dangling 
like a string of viscid saliva. The 


open-air laugh. 

“ A head it is,” he said at length. 
“A human head shrunken with hot 
sand and stones, and the bones taken 
out piece by piece through the nose.” 

Mab dropped the head and re- 

“ But a fake it is,” Evan explained, 
having enjoyed the effect of his 
explanation, “ and knowing that when 
I was buying. Made up for tourists, 
and I enly bought it for a curiosity.” 

Mab overcame his repugnance 
enough to pick it up again. He 
seemed to find a morbid fascination 
in the shrivelled malignant face. 

When we left Evan’s lodgings, 
Mab carried a large paper parcel 
containing two daggers, a carved 
coconut, an ornament made from 
shells, a carved piece of ebon wood, 
which Evan had told us was a ju-ju, 
and the shrunken head. 

At the gate, Evan put his hand on 
Mab’s arm. 

- more thing I can give you 
for chapel,” he said. “ Not 
offering it inside, because thinking it 
best kept between ourselves who is 
giving it.” 

He put a large envelope into Mab’s 
free hand. Mab gave it to me and 
I opened it, holding the sheet of 


wizened face was inexpressively evil. 
I had seen pictures of such things, 
but this was th¢ first time I had seen 
one in the flegh, as it were. It was 
repulsive. 
“ Dhuw,” Mab said again, “ and 
and Mab recited his pathetic list | what would this be? A child’s toy 
from some foreign country ?” 
Evan leaned back and pointed his 
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parchment paper so that I could read 
it in the light from the open door. 

“ What will it be?” Mab asked 
of prizes for the raffle; “a map of 
buried treasure ?” 

“In a way,” I told him, watching 
Evan’s face. “ It’s the title-deeds to 
Bryn Liewr.” 

“ I bought the house to give to my 
father,” Evan explained, “ but never 
a chance I had to offer it to him. 
But even if I had, he would have 
called it charity. No use to me now, 
so let it be put to the good of the 
village.” 

He nodded, wished us good-night, 
and went back into the cottage. As 
we walked along, I explained to Mab 
that the paper he carried was the 
bricks and stone, the trees and soil of 


first prize in a raffle ?”’ he said at last. 

“It’s all yours,” I told him. 
- ’s just a question of legal 
formalities. . . .” 

He stayed silent and thoughtful 
until we reached the converted smithy 
where he lived with Bessie his wife. 

“Time needed for me to think,” 
he told me at the door. “ Asking you 
not to be talking to others about this 
for a while.” 

I said that I had no intention of 
breathing a word. 

“ And fair play now, but to raffle a 
house like a—a box of chocolates is 
not a good thing.” He looked over 
my shoulder to where the dark peaks 
of the mountains melted into the still 


darker sky. “‘ A house is more than 
bricks and stone; there’s love and 
hate and fear. There’s memories and 
hopes. .. .” 

I had never seen him in such a 
I remember that when I got back to 
my cottage, I even sat a while mulling 
over the things he had said. I sup- 
posed that there must be a poet 
buried in every Welshman, even if 


he does wear corduroys and steel- 
rimmed spectacles, and work in a 
slate-quarry. 

And later, as I lay in bed, I found 
myself trying to put a value on the 
old grey-and-yellow house in the 
trees. It was im poor condition 
certainly, but there was land—how 
many acres I did not know. Three 

Bryn Lliewr. thousand pounds ?—four? Prob- 
He spoke softly to himself in ably more. I wondered where Evan 

Welsh, my presence forgotten. Morgan had got that sort of money 
“A house—the old house—as from. 

The next morning was unusually 
mild, with a touch of spring. There 
was a light mist in the valley, and 
thin feathers of cloud had wrapped 
themselves round the tallest peaks. 
I went to the old bridge and leaned 
on the wall. Across the road, the 
empty windows of Bryn Llewr were 
bright in the morning sun. The 
trees and bushes, thickly clustered 
like an imvading army against the 
mellowed walls, hid much of the 
imperfection of broken masonry and 
warped window-frames. It looked a 
very inviting house ; it looked a very 
lonely house. 

As I leaned on the wall, Evan 
Morgan came swinging along the | 
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road and, secing me, put up his hand, 
then hoisted himself to the low wall 
by my side. 

“ I was born in a small place called 
Talwrn, on the Island,” said he. 
“ Farmers we were, but when Mam 
died, Da came to Llandwy. Only 
kids then were Rhyn and I. All the 
happiness of youth that I can re- 
member is in the walls and gardens 
of Bryn Llewr. Only bad luck it was 
that the market-garden failed with 
the weather we had, and there no 
money left to keep it going. Acted 
as I thought for ,the best... . If 
only Rhyn had stayed well. . . .” 

“I know the story,” I told him. 
“ Tm sorry about what happened.” 

“ Then let me be purting an end 
to it for you,” he said, and dragged 
a black briar pipe from his pocket. 
He cradled it in his hands while he 
spoke, turning it over and over, 
scraping at the bowl with a large and 
horny finger~-nail. 

“I went to Liverpool and I tried 
to get ajob on aship. Three months 
I tried, but it was a bad time, with 
the end of the war, and many ships 
being laid aside. Only sailors with 
experience were wanted, they told 
me, but work on the docks, and good 
money being paid.” 

He fell silent for a while, then : 

“I wanted to go to sea,” he said 
softly. “I wanted to feel salt spray 
on my face, and see strange lands. 
And me a farmer, born to the land— 
now there’s strange for you. . . .” 

“ There was a pirate once,” I told 
him. “He was a Welshman, and 
his name was Morgan, too.” 

“So I worked on the docks,” he 


continued, ignoring my imterrup- 
tion, “I hard, all hours that 
God sends. Each week I posted off 
money to my father—the same money 
which he threw back at me when I 
went to see him.” 

“So you mever went to sea at 
all ?”’ 

“There was a hawser,” he said. 
“ A thing of steel and rope. There 
was a boat that shifted with the tide, 
so that the hawser strained and 
parted, and was flung back like a lash 
from a whip.” 

He put one hand on his knee and 
lifted the thick blue material of his 
trousers so that I could see the thing 
of leather and metal that was his leg. 


“ They—the Company—admitted 


should have been discarded. They 
offered me compensation. I took it, 
thinking that if in the past I had taken 
my two hands from helping my 
father, now I could bring back a leg, 
and try and make things right again. 
“When I saw the house was still 
for sale, I bought it with the money 
from compensation. Then, with the 
paper in my hand, I went down to 
the cottage in the valley. But this 
time the door remained closed in my 
face. He was there, for I could see 
through the window. But he would 
not open. 
“Pride,” he said slowly, “is a 
terrible thing. I saw his face 
through the window, and his cyes 
told me that he was wanting us to be 
stern and without smile. What can 
man do to break down such a pride ? 
It runs in my blood too ; for ashamed 
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to come back home and tell that I had 
been only a labourer on the docks, 
and not a sailor as I had promised 
when I left. The trinkets that I gave 
to Mab were but a part of the 
pretence.” 

I found no words to say, and we sat 
silently, looking at the old house. 

Mab came along the road, whistling 


“ Tonight the draw,” he called as 
he came abreast. “At the Bryn 
Mawr. Please be coming, and asking 
you to pass the news on to the 
others.” 

“Tonight?” I said, in some 
surprise. “You mean you've sold 
all the tickets ?” 

He winked, and went on his way, 
over the bridge and down into the 
valley. 

I had long ago given up trying to 
fathom the workings of Mab’s mind. 
All I did know was that he had not 
tried to sell me a single ticket, and, 
so far as I knew, nobody in the 
village had bought one. 

The draw was timed to take place 
at six, and I arrived at the Bryn 
Mawr at quarter to. The hotel itself 
was packed, and quite a few of the 
villagers had overflowed into the 


a feeling that the next few minutes 


proached, Idris Morgan, hard black 
hat on his white hair, a thick walking- 
stick under his arm, came into the 
cobbled yard. He nodded to me, 
exchanged brief greetings with some 
of the villagers, then went to stand 
in a corner, his arms folded over his 
stick. 

Mab and Rhys Jones carried a 

happily. table and set it in the centre of the 
forecourt. The parson paused to 
offer his hand to Idris Morgan, and | 
Mab stood smiling while the little 
ceremony was enacted. 

Then a small wooden box was 
placed on the table, Rhys Jones 
coughed for silence, and the people 
gathered round. 

“ I have to thank you for the great 
support you have given,” the parson 
announced. “ Exceeding all expecta- 
tions, and now asking Mr Mab 
Morgan to be telling us the result.” 

Mab cleared his throat, adjusted 
his spectacles, and read from a scrap 
of paper. 

“ Thirty-seven pounds, seven and 
sixpence I have handed to Mr Rhys 
Jones. All tickets sold except one. 
As a gesture to Mr Idris Morgan, 
who has come to join us to-day, 
I am asking him to accept with 

forecourt. I sat on the old horse- my compliments this last ticket. 
trough and smoked a cigarette. Number twenty-seven it is.” 
There was no excitement ; it might I stubbed out my cigarette, and 
have been a funeral. But then I watched Mab’s face closely. I had 
know that the Welsh en mase ace (RR 
usually undemonstrative. With the | would decide the fate of Bryn Llewr. 
one exception of the Rugby inter- Mab offered the little pink slip of 
national, especially when Wales is paper to the stern unbending figure 
playing England and licking the im the commer. For a moment Idris 
pants off the English side. Morgan stared back at him, then, 
And then, as six o'clock ap- resting his stick against the wall, he 
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tinued, “ that he has kept the informa- 
tion about the first prize as a secret. 
He has only told us that it is some- 
thing old, unusual, and very valu- 
able. It could be almost anything, 
even myself... .” He paused for 
the anticipated laughter, and when 
none was forthcoming, “And now 
I will ask him to divulge this myster- 
ious secret.” 


I waited while he refilled from a 
worn leather pouch, ramming in the 
rich thick flakes with a calloused 
thumb. 

“Idris and Evan to open up old 
house again,” he told the fire. 

“Yes?” I asked. 

“Worried about that piece of 
paper, burning my fingers each time 
I touched it. Not right that such a 
thing should be gambled like a 
of whisky. Devil’s own job I had 
persuading old Idris to come to, the 
draw, only by telling him that parton 
had asked for him to be there did I 
get him to come.” 

“ And the draw itself?” I asked. 
“* Quite a coincidence that he should 
draw the winning number.” 

“Writer’s cramp I have,” he 
grinned, his eyes black beads in the 


produced a long black purse from I had a good idea of what was to 
his pocket. come, and because I felt I had no 

“ Not holding with lotteries,” he part im it, still being a ‘ foreigner,’ I 
said bleakly, “and only coming up moved from my seat to stand right 
here to-day because Mab Morgan _ at the back of the crowd. 
telling me that there is important I heard Mab tell them about the 
work on hand concerning the chapel. house and I saw him give the 
I will take the ticket, but I will pay for § envelope into Idris Morgan’s re- 
it. Charity I have mever accepted, _luctant fingers. I heard Rhys Jones’s 
not from any man, and charity I voice raised above the babble 

| never will accept.” of Welsh, “Welcome home, Mr 
| I could see from Mab’s face that Morgan,” and I saw Evan go to his 
things were working out according father’s side. 
to plan. Evan came to stand by me, They spoke together, and as I 
one hand resting on his artificial leg. | came away, I saw Idris rest his arm 
“'There’s something afoot,” he on the broad shoulders of his son. 
breathed, “ feeling it in my bones.” 

Rhys Jones put his hand in the My clock had just finished striking 
wooden box, and the crowd fell silent |§ ten when Mab came knocking on the 
again. It was almost as if they knew door. He sat in my favourite casy- 
that there was more afoot than just a chair, and knocked the dottle from 
draw. He stirred round in the box, __ his pipe against the fire-bars. 
then held up the folded piece of 
paper. 

“ This will be the winning num- 
ber,” said he, unfolding it. 

“ Twenty-seven,” he announced, 
and his voice was surprised, “‘Twenty- 
seven has won the first prize, and 
still fresh in our minds who holds 
that ticket.” 

The applause rose and died away. 

“ Mab tells me,” the parson con- 
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flickering light. “Not since I left 
school have [I done so much writing. 
Three hundred times, or there- 
abouts, I have written numbers on 
paper, and all the same one.” He 
winked. “‘ Dull it was, writing twenty- 
seven all those many times.” 

“ And the rest of the tickets ?” 
“Not a one sold,” he told me. 
“Trying hard, mind you, but fair 
play, when I am telling that first 


“ Now there’s inquisitive you are,” 
said he reproachfully, “and only Mrs 
Lloyd Post Offiss knowing that I was 
drawing it from my bank.” 
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I \remembered that it was my 


chance remark that had started off. 


the draw in the first place, and I felt 
rather guilty. 

“T’'ll make up half of it for you,” 
I offered. 

“No need for that, and thanking 


fifty he is giving me is a small price 
to pay for being back with his father 
in Bryn Llewr.” 

“ Fifty ?” I asked, and he had the 
grace to look ashamed. 4 
“Well, fair play,” he said. “That 
was what the repairs were to cost, as 
I was telling Evan. And a chance 
I was taking im trying to break 


) 


| 
you all the same. But Evan there 
catching on quicker than I could | 
explain to him, and saying that the 
prize a secret, and then showing the 
old shrunken head, nobody seeming 
over-keen to be buying.” 
I digested this; then, as another ) 
thought came: 
“And the money you gave to 
Rhys Jones ?” 
Idris’s pride. If plan not working 
then having to pay for tin chapel 
myself.” 
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BY A. G. H. 


“You can expect the birth to take 
place in early September.” 

At least he didn’t say that. He 
said it in French, but that was what 


inclination to sit in Tahiti all that 
time. 

We asked a few further questions, 
and the doctor must have realised 
that madame was in a ‘ to-hell-with- 
steamships’ frame of mind; for he 
soon relaxed his professional air, 
shook us both warmly by the hand 


“ALLOW me to congratulate you, And we found ourselves completely 
m’sieur,” said the doctor, ushering floored. For, after all, where on 
Jill out of the consulting-room. arth would we sail to? The choice 
was a wide one, and we had already 
as Auckland, Sydney, Hawaii and 
Los Angeles. 
he meant. “We don’t know yet,” we replied 
September. It was now the end rather feebly, feeling it was most 
of January and we were in Tahiti. unfair to be invited to tie ourselves 
Because we wanted our first child down to mere navigational detail 
to be born in England we should before we had even had a chance 
have to do some quick thinking. to become used to the idea of 
Quick moving too. There were parenthood. 
innumerable snags to be overcome ; “Well, all I cam say to you, 
but the first one, and the most’ then,” said the doctor doubtfully, 
immediate, the doctor might be able “is that madame might make such 
to help us with. a voyage. But it would surely 
“ M’sieur,” I began, in creaking be wiser for her to travel in the 
schoolboy French. “Croyez-vous steamship.” 
qu'il serait possible pour madame faire That’s what we'd thought he 
une grande voyage dans un tout petit | would say, and in the circumstances 
bateau & voile?” The voyage, I it wasn’t much help. For one thing 
added, would be six or eight weeks there was a three-month waiting-list 
in longness. for passages in the steamship, and 
The doctor seemed taken aback, we had neither the money nor the 
so we judged that this was not 
among the questions he reckoned on 
being asked by prospective parents. 
He thought for a little while and 
then put his finger on the nub of 
the problem by asking : 
“'To where would you sail then, 
. in this small boat ?” 
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know her, anyway. But what else 
can we do? After all, it’s going to 
be the money we get from her that’s 
going to buy our tickets home.” 
“Yes; I know it is,” she said 
gloomily ; but then a thought struck 
her and she went on more cheerfully, 
“But if we went to Hawaii we'd 
probably get lots more for her even 
than at Sydney, wouldn’t we? They 
say that everyone in Hawaii is a 


that,” I 
went on, following her train of 
is even 


stop 
out to our voyage, we somchow felt. 


California, though, was a different 


kettle of fish altogether. ‘. . . Oh 
we knoo we shouldn’t do it, but 
before we hardly knoo it... .’ Los 


it was also dead to windward, 
and Salmo, like any small sailing- 
boat, slams and bangs and bounces 
into a head-sea in a way she never 
does with the wind more free. And 
somehow the goal seemed all the 
more attractive for being a bit 
difficult to achieve. 

“ Oh, that'll be terrific,” said Jill. 
“Won't it be splendid when we 
arrive! We'll sell our film to the 

and 


i; 


t 
t 
1 
1 


— 
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and, as he ushered us into the millionaire, and besides, the passage 
blinding midday glare of Papeete, home should be cheaper, at least it 
adjured Jill to be very sure to cat ought to be. That’s the worst of 
much fish. “ Preferably,” he added Australia; it’s one of the few places 
rather wistfully, “lagoon fish.” in the world that are farther from 
That night after supper we pulled § England than Tahiti is.” 
out our much smeared (and only) 
chart of the Pacific and decided to 
procrastinate no longer, but to agree 
once and for all where to make | 
for. The trouble is, with Tahiti, | 
that it is more or less bang in | 
the middle of the South Pacific, 
and whichever edge you choose as 
a target is roughly three thousand 
miles distant. 
“I suppose,” I said, “that we 
should really go to Auckland. It’s 
the closest, at about two thousand 
three hundred miles, but we'd 
if we went on to Sydney,” After all, 
it’s not very much farther.” Angeles had been settled upon in 
“Oh, I hate talking of selling our minds. Not only was it almost 
her,” Jill replied. “Poor Salmo. It twice as far away as Auckland, 
doesn’t seem fair after all she’s 
done for us. Do you suppose that | 
whoever buys her will like her as 
much as we do?” 
“ Don’t quite see how they could,” 
I answered. “ Not till they get to 
Oh, I bet they do.” 
We-hadn’t actually 
reel.of it had been shot and posted 
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on top to load and unload it as 
required, and fish are slung in lines 
from bars at the back. Why every- 
one who travels on buses in Tahiti 
has to carry fish with him I’m not 


of it were the festoons of fish flapping 
as they jolted, and the crown of 
bananas that encircled ‘the luggage 
on the roof. | 

It was only the work of a few 
moments to change from our shore- 
going clothes and stow such shopping 
as we had been able to do before 
visiting Freddie. The lines were 
untangled from the palm-trunks, the 


“The blasted Foreign Office,” past, and the whole island steamed 2 
said Freddie savagely, as we dragged § as the bus took us back to our 
the enormous diming-room table to anchorage. By some oversight we 
one side of the room. “They won’t had no beer with us, and all our 
let me mend the roof. It’s this | bus-mates considered this a most 
perpetual economy campaign of disturbing state of affairs. Everyone 
theirs. They're even thinking of else had lots. Our immediate 
shutting the Consulate altogether. neighbour, a big, brawny, six-foot 
And until they’ve made their minds Tahitian, nudged Jill, politely wiped 
up, they won’t give me a penny, _ the neck of the bottle on his pareu 
not a single penny, for repairs. And and handed the bottle to her, 
now look at it.” including me in the offer with a 
We looked. The sight was wave of his arm. 
impressive; for the largest of the Tahitian buses, I think, are the 
holes seemed to have been directly _ friendliest I have ever travelled on. 
over the table, and it was as if a They invariably carry several guitar 
tap had been turmed on. The cook, players, and everyone sings for all 
a wizened old crone by the name of he is worth. Luggage is carried on 
Virginie, brought in a large zinc the roof, with two small boys perched 
bath and placed it on the floor to 
catch the worst of the torrent, 
cackling to herself, “ Eh, aiee; cest 
le tot. C'est le toit.” 
In due course we had our supper, 
the verandah screens still banging sure, but apparently it is more or 
and clattering furiously, and the less de rigueur. The same applies 
rain hissing and roaring outside to beer, and the whole atmosphere 
is one of carnival. 
small boys flung down our bundles, 
and the bus rattled away through 
the palm-groves; the last we saw 
would hardly have been Tahiti if 
it had been otherwise. 
By morning the disturbance was 
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silhouette of saw-toothed mountains. 


miles 


Around us stretched the sea: 


we said. “ Here goes.” 


and miles and miles of sea, unbroken 


we just felt sick. 


should have felt calm, 
“ At least,” I reflected, as an invisible 


to the horizon and far beyond it, 
unhurried, and at peace with the 
world, for it was a lovely evening. 


lagoon was But we didn’t: 


overtaking ahead and on cither bow. 
We 
pen, but beyond the wide white 


breeze as 


again 


wall of surf that marked the reef hand squeezed and squeezed 


everything was a deep, pure blue. It 
was nearly low water, and we could 


We 


sickness which is to blame.” 


33 


knew that seasickness passed off in 


The diagnosis was correct. Our 
agony only lasted its usual time, and 


the ordered routine of life at sea 


pe 


shoulder 
pass was 


helf 9 mile wide, and es we lifted. had expected a beam wind, and a 
high on the crest of each succeeding § steady beam wind at that; for were 


monster we could see the reef we not in the south-east trade-wind 
stretch unbroken on either hand, belt, as marked on our chart? 


our own little blue pathway the only Imstead of that, day after day, all 


fragment of unbroken water in a 


that we encountered were calms and 


foolish little head-winds, the legacy, 


we presumed, of the near-hurricane 


The roaring filled our cars. It is 


sound, and we both of our last night ashore. 


I had intended to steer a more or 


left it behind and turned our less direct course for the Marquesas, 


but we found ourselves pushed 


Gradually the palms, the beaches farther and farther to starboard of 


+ 


we met an island, and the next day, 
another, and began to have doubts 


blur ; 


wisdom of relying 


of fend wes the about the 


at my immermost digestive tracts, 
ake comtore from tin 
see the top of the reef breaking situation. For after all we are botk 
the surface in the troughs of the sick. It is therefore more probable 
mum = The overnight disturbance _ that it is seasickness than morning 
up a heavy 
swept in magnificently; 
toppling forward in a morning sickness we had 
white foam, and then ence. 

ver the reef with a roar, 

white mist of spindrift 
trailing like a mane of [i 
d of broken soon settled down upon us. But 
-eastwards. 
of black sand, the houses, and the our imtended route. One evening 

ish 


§10 
exclusively upon our one and only 
chart. 


“ Which way do we go round this 
darned island?” Jill had asked me 
when we sighted the second one 
(the first had been safely away to 
starboard) and I had gone down to 
the chart to find out, though without 
much confidence in the outcome. 

“ Well,” I had replied guardedly, 
“can you see cither of its edges? 
If you can, then go round that 
way.” 

“ All I can see at the moment,” 
said Jill, “is five palm-trees sticking 
. There’s 


the chart round here. I told you 
not to spread the bread on the 
chart-table. Anyway, I don’t think 


i 
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was due from Papecte next day, but 
he didn’t seem at all anxious to get 


a 

into without warning. t 

t 

had a bunch of letters on ' 

for Bob the Trader, one - 

dwindling number of old - umers 

another one, that makes six. Don’t left in the islands, so we set off 

you know where we are? What ashore to deliver them. ' 

island is it?” “ These damn’ flies,” said Jill, | 

“It doesn’t actually give it a dancing up and down and slapping ) | 

name,” I said, after prolonged study. herself as we walked along the ! 

™ It’s just a sort of dot, and besides § samdy track that skirted the bay;, ! 

there’s a good deal of marmalade on “‘aren’t they biting you at all? | 
Oh! Ooo! Oow!” She doesn’t 
take kindly to insects. Or to suffering 

it matters much, it can’t be Bob, when we found him, was | 

than about ten miles long. = nearly as bad as she was. “ Ayc; 
side will do.” it's these mo-no flies,” he said. 
Needless to say, we chose the “ ‘They're the curse of the Marquesas. 
wrong side, and promptly ran into Never known them as bad as they 
more islands—Tuomotus (or, as the are this year, though.” His forty 
carly navigators cheerfully called years in the Pacific had left his 
them, ‘ The Dangerous Archipelago’) Liverpool accent completely intact. 
—before we drew clear once more. Dressed im shorts and a blue-and- 
They're fidgety little brutes; even white striped pyjama-jacket he was 
from the masthead you can’t see a patriarchal figure as he sat at the 
much more than palm-trees growing _little table on the verandah in front 
out of the water, but like all these of his store, a typewriter idle 
coral atolls they have reefs. The beneath his fingers. The schooner 

reefs, though unpleasant to run into, 

do have thee advantages, however; 
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before he 


tables of th 
Taipeevai, 
orthward. I 
up before 
go on ther 
Besides,” he 
American ar 
ing therd 
he calle 
Islar 
up from the water in rruic Dy Polynesian standards, but, 
crags and towers like a stylised fai so Bob and everyone else assured us, 
castle. The colours are superb atall amy other race could produce ten 
times, but the sunrises, Bob told us, with 
are sometimes almos islanders 
sensibly 
ugh 
paru cigar 
We fi no poi 
er to 
hos make 
fresh to 
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bem: HERE WE COME!’ 


had gone far 
able to 
chart i 
of the 
first time, 
and 
of paper. 
to indicate 
te 
winds as 
to go more or less due 
and 
Two weeks,” I muttered, “ till 


and days or thereabouts to get through 
of them; ten on the port tack.... 
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to go seemed to stretch themselves 
into an #on. 

The most cconomical way to 
use the stove, we decided, would 
be to fill the pressure-cooker as 
full as we could conveniently manage, 
with rice or some other bulky food 


felt reckless, made a sauce to put 
over the top of it. 

The flour, too, was giving trouble. 
It must have been a bit of a job-lot 


if 


7 
F 


crawlies began to appear within a 
week of purchase. Now, after six 

like spaghetti, every time the stove 

was lit, cook it, and then wade 

through the rather depressing 
contents at successive meals until Our hunger was 
the performance had to be repeated. that we dared not 
“This is perfectly beastly,” said d. It was, after 
spaghetti into her mouth at breakfast had 
the next morning. “If it were bought a very fancy dress in New 
even warm, it wouldn’t be quite so York, with a built-in petticoat made 
foul. But like it is: cold. Ugh.” out of some sort of net stuff. This 
I tried to be stoical about it, but _— petticoat had already proved invalu- 
cold spaghetti for meal after meal able im the Galapagos, when we 
calls for very high-quality stoicism. | comverted some of it into a langouste 
We began to rack our brains for trap by making a basket of it and 
palliatives. baiting it with very high bits of 
Methylated spirits was the answer.  goat-meat. Now, we used the rest 
We had, we discovered, more than for removing flour-bugs; every time 
a gallon of that and began to experi- § we needed to use flour we sieved it 
ment with ways of using it. The through the petticoat and dumped 
best turned out to be to fill the the wriggling catch over the stern, 
cabin lamps with spirit, remove the cursing the Chinese shopkeeper from 
glass chimneys and shield the flames § whom we'd bought the consignment 

from draught by putting the lamps = every time we did so. 

into a biscuit-tin. A saucepan Fortunately the actual process of 
could then be put on top and heated. sailing Salmo was extremely casy. 
It was a somewhat laboured process, For nime-tenths of the time she 
and entailed squatting on the deck sailed herself, and only on two 
and nursing the biscuit-tin and nights im all the forty-six that the 
saucepan between the knees to voyage finally took us did we have 
prevent Salmo from throwing the to keep night watches. One of these 
whole contrivance endways, but it two nights was during our crossing 
was an enormous improvement. We of the doldrums. We had had very 
now ate our rice and spaghetti warm light winds all the preceding day, 
and even, om occasions when we but the evening looked threatening. 
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Ter soc mc tO hope wec pernhar 
weeks on the starboard tack, we went | make port in two days and a bit. 


decided to make it one largish one. 
It was while we were having it that 
my merve broke. “We'll really 
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have to™heave-to for a while,” I 
said, “It'd be silly to go and carry 
away the mast now, and we’re quite 


BERS 


+ 


bit foggy,” said Ji 


water. There seemed to be no point 
in staying on deck any longer, so I 
too went below to sleep. ‘ How 
long is this all going to last?’ was 


| 
$18 
and had begun to wonder, as usual, 
whether the chronometer had kept 
its rate properly. If it hadn’t, then likely to if we go on like this much 
we might have a day more or a day _longer.” 
less at sea, depending on whether We hove-to. It was really rough 
it had gone faster or slower than now, but the temptation to go on 
our estimate. had been strong. 

One hundred miles to go and the For supper we had rice with 
wind grew really boisterous. It was curry powder in it. The last tin 
then that we ran into shallow water, of meat had been eaten the day 
shallow by comparison only, and before. The methylated spirit was 
the motion grew really violent. I finished and the primus was on its 
sat at the helm for hours on end last sniff of paraffin. “Oh, I do 
glorying in the speed, but slightly hope we get in tomorrow,” said Jill. 
apprehensive at the same time. We As darkness fell the wind lessened. 
swooped and surged and curvetted 
buried our nose in an unusually 
steep wave. In the normal course sign  §=Nothing was 
of events we should have reefed, “ | 
but neither of us was in the mood. 

“When do you think we'll see 
land?” Jill asked. 

“Sometime about midnight, I wondering whether the chronometer 
expect,” I told her. “We go in was right . . . why hadn’t we seen 
between two islands about then, and a light? Why? Why? Why? 
both of them have lighthouses. If Four o’clock came and still nothing 
we don’t see one we should certainly was in sight. “ But I think it’s a 
see the other.” a, “ perhaps we've 

“ Oh, boy; oh, boy! Then with gone past the island.” 
any luck we'll get in tomorrow. “ Perhaps,” I replied; “but even 
About midday. And we'll goashore _if we passed one of them we should 
and have a bath and a really ginormous surely have seen the other. The gap 
meal. I wonder if we'll be able to between them is only about twelve 
get roast lamb.” miles.” 

We found that we’d enough whisky The wind failed altogether. Salmo 
left for one largish drink apiece, or lay motionless in absolutely calm 
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no wind, and visibility was less than 


islands without seeing them. Well, 
if we did, there’s another that should 


up, the base of the fog-bank took on 
a slightly solid look, and within 


my last thought before dropping could have gortié between those two 
off completely. The pilot-book 
rid that this cout fogs 
calms were both very frequent at show up fairly soon now, it’s called 
this time of year; it was not an Catalina Island.” 
encouraging outlook. The mist on the starboard bow 

Breakfast was a gloomy meal of shredded away as the sun sucked it 
a mile. “Oh, well. If we don’t get moments we were able to identify 
in today, then perhaps we'll manage _ it as Catalina. Almost immediately “3 
to get in tomorrow,” said Jill. “Oh, after, the same thing happened 
I do hope we do.” astern; two more islands appeared 

A small breeze whiffled over and we saw that we Aad come in 
the water just before midday and between them. We danced a sort 
set us om our way once more. of jig together. After all, this time 
Simultaneously the haze partly it seemed almost too good to be 
cleared and allowed me to take a true. Salmo had made her last 
sight, which showed us to be where’ landfall under our ownership, forty- 
I thought we should be. “... six days out. And Jill, though 
Funny,” I mused, “I suppose we hungry, was fighting fit. 
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BY CECILIA DABROWSKI 


wet grass towards the ploughed field, 


a thing fierce and gentle. An old 
man’s wisdom and belief and faith 
he had put into the training of these 
ones, when others had forsaken their 
like for mechanisation, leaving behind 
the jingle of bit-ring and harness, 
and great hearts that drive a full and 


THE spring comes to this far country 
of New Zealand from out of the 
soft, phantom rains of September and 
the prodigal flames of the sun in 
Libra. 

Burgeoning up out of winter’s 
bitter and frost-seared depths, the 
lush young crops heel over in the t ’ 
wind and the hand of man can reap At the closed gate to the paddock 
the things it has sown. But it is hespoke to the horses, saying, “ Whoa 
not in the reaping that death lurks there,” automatically and unneces- 
in the furrow, but in the planting sarily, because repetition bound, they 
time of autumn. Then a man in __ihad stopped a fraction of time before 
peril might have to snatch his own he spoke. He opened the gate and 
life out of the harsh, dusty pit of they followed at his call, halting 
the season, foiling death by word of while he closed it—waiting as he 
command. hung the three nose-bags on the 

Coming down through the dew- _— fence and the kit with his own meal 
alongside them. They went 
Tom Davis whistled gently and forward again across the field. 
continuously to himself and to the 
three-horse team walking at his 
shoulder. The knobbed points of 
the hames bobbed above their 
silhouettes like the horns of huge 
snails, while the jingling harness- 
music clashed all round them, 
rhythmic with the tread of their 
giant, feathered hoofs. 

Immense and curiously protective, 
the near- and off-side chestnut horses 
flanked the beautiful bay middle 
mare. Tom Davis felt the willing 
and his pride in them was at once 
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lines up, gently shaking 

them through the air until one on 
each side of the three horses was 
correctly angled from the bit-ring, 
coming over the great quarters into 
his fingers in a triangle shape. 
“Gidup,” he said, clicking his 
tongue, and the three threw their 
weight into the collar as one. Each 
leaned forward and lifted a great 


apprehension. The near-side chest- 
nut lifted a tentative hoof and reefed 
at the bit. The mare swung her 
head high in a half-circle towards 
the railway-line—pulling the near- 
side chestnut’s bit askew until he 
complied and stared likewise. The 
off-side chestnut leaned into the 
collar a little and stared apprehen- 
sively at all that the blinkered bridle 
would allow him to see. 

“Easy now, easy now,” intoned 
and the near-side chestnut dropped 
his great fore-hoof again. Some of 
the loose earth crumbled in, falling 
against it like a wavelet against a 
rock. The mare continued to stare 
ahead when she could no longer see 
anything, ears pricked against the 
sound. 

men in the cab was gone, and the 
last truck went past with a clanking 
blur of indifferent wheels, the old 
man loosed the reins and urged the 
horses forward again, smiling a little 
to himself, pleased that there had 
been others to see the proof of his 
lore with the team. 

He was something rare now, an 
anachronism on the landscape, but 
the might of the three had the power 
to turn eyes for another backward 


in their vast amplitude of strength 
—stepping freely with a strong, sling- 
ing action. 

Tom Davis would watch them as 


not jerking, but taking hold deep 
in the dark earth, cutting straight 
and true behind them. 
Somewhere in the middle of the 
morning they heard the train whistle, 
shrill as an angry stallion. Turning, 
Tom Davis saw it coming towards 
them—the groaning of its wheels 
was like a living thing in travail. 
Fleetingly he wished that he had 
been on the far side of the paddock 
when it made its sporadic run to the 
hydro station. The slow, crawling 
terror dragged its great length up 
the gradient, coming upon the team 
from behind, huge wheels grinding 
in a shuddering frenzy, while the 
sulphur-tainted smoke eddied across 
the paddock, wreathing itself about 
the horses. It smote at their senses 
with a treble menace, sight, sound 
and scent. Like things beleaguered look. The deep solidity of the 
the three stood uncertain. plough-gashed earth was a fitting 
The old man tied the reins back thing to take their leviathan stride. 
tight to the discs and went and stood They moved with powerful dignity 
by them, where they could sense 
his nearness though they did not 
look at him. There was a faint 
tremor among the three that grew 
to a visible quiver of still-leashed they worked, knowing the satisfaction 
R2 
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towards his voice and continued pain—they try and fool themselves 
feeding—the muscles bulging in the _ that life for you is just a sort of blur 
sides of their heads. Irregularly and it doesn’t matter what happens 
they were forced to lower their heads  —that you don’t understand. None ' 
as one or the other sought the of us really understands pain, but 
gleanings in the bottom of the nose- § anything that is flesh and blood must 
bag by pressing it against the ground _ feel it, and if animals don’t, then 
and lipping lightly at it. When they the whole of creation is out of order.” 
had finished they stood, all three of Filled with a kind man’s wrath at 
them, staring mutely towards the irreparable damage, the indignation 
willow-bordered water-hole in the | worked in him for a while, and he 
far corner of the paddock. Spring finished by saying angrily, “ And it’s 

| 
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and rested it on the point of the 
hoof. Not a fraction more of the 
ground in front of the hoof was 
imprinted by the movement. Like 
a rock she stood. Incurious, im- 
passive, the three still held his life 
in their care, and training fettered, 


dutifully. “Gidup,” he said, and 
clicked his tongue. The three pressed 
into their collars, humble and willing, 
and the discs slashed into the dusty 
imprint where his body had lain. 


bowed a little, overcome by the 
Strange imponderability that the 
beasts of God in their mortality can 
be rewarded only by man for what, 
they do. And the three did not 
know, would never know, that 
because they halted to the word of 
they waited motionless for the word command he had not died beneath 
of command. For God did not the glittering disc knives. 
give to these placid ones of cold- An apple—a measure of oats, the 
blooded lineage a soul wherewith to _ brief pleasure of a small reward, was 
comprehend the terror sudden death _ all he had to offer in return for his 
holds for a man with all eternity life. He was hurtfully conscious of 
waiting. the inability to communicate his 
Trembling, the old man trod reason for gratitude, acutely aware 
blindly over the slackened trace- of the impeachable trust that is given 
chains, and found his way to their to those with dominion over the 
heads. The three stared at him, beasts of the earth. 
square blinkered, and now mildly Tom Davis walked round the 
curious. On each in turn he laid team, gratitude welling within him, 
a shaking hand, and no words could and gathered up the plough-lines. 
he find now to say tothem. He who His hands firmed upon them, steady 
had always talked to his horses stood now, and the three came to attention 
before them numbly. The heat from 
their great bodies, sweated out in 
their furnace of toil, glowed against 
him, easing the cold fright from his 
bones. He stood there, his head 
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LIGHT ON SOME DARK SUBJECTS 


BY BETTY MITCHELL 


more. But I have often heard the 
sincere wish expressed here that the 
British people, in order to be able 
to form an accurate idea of conditions 


not know about unless they were told. 
Let me say at the outset that this 
is not intended to be political. Some 


I 

Mucu has been written about our short, I want to strike the human 
Federation during the past year and note, showing the ordinary, often 
I feel rather diffident about adding raw African one comes in contact 
with in the course of one’s daily life 

leads a double life, as it were, living 

simply at his tribal home in the 

out here, should be told more about kraal for a while, then coming 
how well the ordinary Europeans and voluntarily to work in a modern 
Africans, in spite of their immensely European home. As a rule, one 
different backgrounds and outlooks finds him over-anxious to please at 
on life, get on together in domestic _first, and therein, I think, lies one 
and other spheres. There are many great obstacle in finding out his real 
friendly contacts which never make opinion about anything at the initial 
news just because they are so questioning. For the average African 
commonplace. After more than will often agree with the European 
twenty years’ residence here I myself or say what he thinks will please him, 
take lots of things for granted— and not necessarily what is the truth. 
things which people overseas would Also, he may answer‘ No’ correctly 
to a query, but if the question should 

‘Yes’ or ‘ Yes, I have not,’ where 

reference to that aspect may creepin, we would say, ‘No, we have not.’ 
because it is almost impossible to It always reminds me of the old 
avoid it when writing about the song, ‘ Yes, we have no bananas,’ 
Federation these days. Nor will § which I realise now is not so unusual 
this be a broad picture covering all a statement after all. But on the 
views of the situation. On the whole, in spite of some misinter- 
contrary, it will be an individual one, pretations, it has always surprised 
infinitesimal in relation to the whole, me how quickly the African can 
but, I believe, representative. In pick up a smattering of English, even 
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big problems we 
at the average semi- 
neducated African 
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partly a 
darker race.” The difference in 
interpretation can lead to confusion. 


memory or its way, and has stayed 


tee 


I remember I tried to ignore the 
in the Press. I told myself it was 
all propaganda and would got come 
to anything. All the same, it was 
unsavoury to read the screaming 
newspaper headlines reporting a 
certain African’s snarling words, 
“To Hell with Federation,” just 
before Christmas 1958. I could not 
help thinking that leaders should 
talk and act in public in a way to 
command respect—and I thought 
sadly of the trouble caused by 
another who used to scream and 
chew carpets! Rumours, of course, 
ran riot. There was, for instance, 
the one about what eventually became 
* the strike that never was,’ supposed 
to be staged for Friday the 13th of 
February. Nothing happened. 

When the Emergency was declared, 
I noticed that the house-boy looked 
serious and puzzled as he moved 
work. We brought both boys in to 
listen to the Declaration relayed over 


as he was clearing away the table 
after a meal, he suddenly asked me, 
“ Missus, what is trouble in news- 
papers and on wireless? I want to 
know, but I do not understand. 
You must tell me.” 

These same expressions—‘ I want,’ 
and ‘You must’—but used this 
time in such a different way. I 
halted as I was about to open the 
refrigerator door and looked at him 
standing there, so quiet and worried- 
looking. I felt hopelessly unable to 


While I am writing generally, I 
would like in parenthesis to comment 
on something which I have noticed 
in certain British papers. It is the 
reference to Africans as ‘ Coloured 
people.” Now, in the Federation 
anyway, we interpret ‘ Coloureds’ 
as being * people of mixed descent, 
We have Africans in the Federal 
Parliament, but our Coloured Com- 
munity are not yet represented there 
by their own kind. 
But to get get back to my original 
theme—the Nyasaland garden-boy 
employed here is a quiet, raw African 
who knows no English except a few 
everyday phrases. He is a large, 
healthy, muscular type and goes 
about his own work with a serious 
expression which belies his happy 
and almost childish nature. For he 
smiles and laughs on the slightest 
provocation—at the misplaced digging 
activities of our dogs, usually in his 
carefully tended flowerbeds, at the the radio in their own language. 
endearing way of chicks hopping on The house-boy listened in silence 
to their mothers’ backs, and at the and made no comment. Then later, 
dignified bearing of our solitary pea- 
hen which flew in from somewhere 
last year, having apparently lost its 
and aloof. 
has his own 
plot, and he 
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it is too poor to stand alone and has 
mot enough educated Africans to 
run it, I remember our house-boy’s 


boy, who has come here regularly 
for years, said to me a few months 
ago, “ Well, I’m going home, but 
I'll be back next year—if I’m still 
in this wicked world.” 

I asked him where his home was, 
and why he made that last statement. 
He looked at me with soft, dark old 


deal with this situation. I thought I say, no work or money for boys if 
of the publicity this vexing situation | Neuropeans go—boys would fight 
was having all over the world. [I with cach other and make too much 
looked out of the kitchen window trouble. My father in Nyasaland, | 
and saw the garden-boy industriously he say, ‘ This Congress no good— 
weeding the garden. Our two dogs and this Dr Banda—why he make 
were stretched out asleep under a too much trouble?’” The brown 
leafy, shady jacaranda-tree. I could eyes looked keenly at me, the 
see our littl mother kaffir hen  gesticulating pink palms stopped in 
scratching away as usual in the sand mid-air in a pleading manner. 
and could hear her clucking to her Suddenly my heart felt immensely 
nondescript, multi-racial chicks. The _ relieved. If even a few half-educated 
sun shone down on the peaceful Africans could think and reason like 
Rhodesian scene. No, we couldn’t that, it was heartening indeed. But 
have trouble here, I thought. It this couldn’t possibly be one isolated 
just couldn’t happen here! Ithought incident! 
of our wonderful, peaceful history The course of events since then 
since the pioneers had opened up is well known to everyone. At the 
the country, of their struggles to moment of writing the future of our 
civilise the Africans, of their fights Federation is still uncertain. When 
against ignorance, disease and the I hear some people advocating in 
elements. This country belongs to the newspapers that Nyasaland should 
all Rhodesians, irrespective of colour. break away and become a Black 
Our children were born here—it State, as well as remembering that 
plea. And I think of our happy, 
uneducated garden-boy, and thou- 
sands like him, without one political 
idea or thought between them. 
Periodically I have noticed a 
distinct tendency between both races 
to understand each other better since 
the Emergency. One old vegetable- 
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eyes and answered quietly, “ Nyasa- 
land, Missus . . . but that Congress ! 
—that Dr Banda!” And he shook 
his head and went sadly on his way. 
I had been thinking of writing an 
article like this for a long time, and 
as I watched that forlorn, bent old 
African in his ragged suit wheel his 
bicycle away, my mind was made up. 
I wanted to tell everyone about his 


Many of us out here come from 
Britain, and I want to tell you at 
‘home’ that we have not changed 
it over the poor Africans, as we are 
so often portrayed in your papers. 
In Southern Rhodesia it is a signifi- 


They must first be 
educated and taught to think for 
themselves. It seems to be forgotten 
sometimes that, far from suppressing 
them, the Federation is doing every- 
thing it can do to bring them forward 


that they are dealing with people in 
vastly different stages of develop- 
ment, and that in itself means 


come from Northern Rhodesia and _ patience and understanding between 
from Nyasaland to work here, are = everyone concerned. 
MAN HUNT 

BY DORIS PATERSON 
Wen I went up to Rhodesia on _the cottage stood, to see that it was 
holiday I fastened the front door duly locked. 
of my cottage by its bolt and its “ Oh! there’s no need at all,” he 
wooden latch, went out at the back said airily. “ Everyone round here 
and tried to lock the door. _ is honest.” 


on the whole happy and contented, 
and keen to go forward with the 
European. And how can rash state- 
ments about Africans’ political views 
mean a thing when so many Africans 

simple words, spoken without a trace ae 

of mistrust, misunderstanding or to take their place in a unique 

fear between us, spoken just naturally racial partnership. 

between one Federal citizen and Instead of being abused in 

another. exaggerated and sensational reports 
in some British newspapers and 
magazines, our politicians here, who 
understand Africa and its problems, 
deserve every support in promoting 
their very difficult multi-racial policy. 
It cannot be too strongly emphasised 

population, and those who have 

The key would not turn, so I When I returned, the little pink 

asked my landlord, on whose farm cottage looked as gay as ever under 
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its deep reed thatch; my African 
maid had it clean and swept ; flowers 
and cakes from friends stood on the 
table. 

In the evening I unpacked, opened 
a cupboard and found it sprinkled 
with dead match-ends and broken 
coat-hangers. I opened drawers and 
found match-ends among the tossed 
and crumpled contents, went to put 
my suitcase with the others and 
found them missing. It began to 
occur to me that the cottage had been 
burgled, and I spent a rather uneasy 
night (for the back door was still 


“ I don’t know that it was a native,” 
I pointed out. 
“Oh, that. Of course it was a 


native.” 
| I told my tale, and with excruci- | 
ating slowness, like any village 
constable anywhere, he managed to 
get it written down. He insisted 
on doing it himself, for me to sign, 
but every few moments appealed 
to me: 
“You must help me with how to 
say this, my English is not good.” 
That night I heard someone 
prowling round the cottage, and 
unlocked) making an ever-growing saw through the window the flash 
list of missing items, mostly dresses of a light. Feeling very far from 
and other things readily salable to brave, I crept through the rooms” 
Africans. with a torch—there was no electricity 

Next day I tried the bathroom §—but I was securely locked in and 
key in the back-door lock. It the prowler went away with only a 
worked perfectly and I told Vaselina, bag of firewood for loot. Two 
my Basuto maid, always to lock the mornings later Vaselina came t me 
door before she went to bed. with a scared face. 

The following morning Elizabeth, “ Madam, last night I forget to 
the cook on the next farm, had her lock the door, and this morning 
blanket stolen; and blankets had 
been taken from the maid at the 
farm down the river. To a Basuto 
his blanket is overcoat, raincoat and 
bedding, and its loss is serious’. The 
police had been sent for and I 
suggested they come on to me. these 

The poled cot tobe one 
burly Afrikaner constable, slow- gaol, where he was serving an 
Englah. He dropped heavily ca 
English. He dropped heavily on to 
my sofa, produced a large limp more in the Orange Free State. This 
sheet of paper, spent some minutes is a miserable kind of sentence, for 
arranging it and himself so that he _—the prisoner never knows when it will 
could write on it, and then said: end, if at all. The only consolation 

“I hear a native broke into your _is that, if he does escape, he cannot 
house and stole some things.” obviously be sentenced to anything 
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enough to make a South 
th detective suspicious. 
police of both Basutoland 
ybrand, our nearest Free 
State town, were now on the look- 
out for Molife, whose chance of a 
life of freedom grew slenderer every 
Ow day, and next evening he was 
ransacking my sighted on the hill behind the farm. 
slept, and I borrowed My landlord seized a gun, and 
the big Rhodesian ridgeback from organised us all. Me he sent in my 
the farm. He was an indolent beast little old car to borrow a strong 
and would never have bestirred him- _ searchlight from a friend some miles 
self in the least for burglars, but away. His seven-year-old son came 
he looked formidable. A friend of with me. At the frontier post three 
mine had a ridgeback just like him; African police, old friends of ours, 
he too lay and slept, regardless of stopped the car and asked me to 
intruders. One day a nasty-looking turn round and drive them to the 
tramp came to the door. My friend back of the hill so that they could 
seized the dog’s collar, hauled him _ attack from that side. We took them 
to his feet and dragged him to some miles beyond the farm, watched 
the door. them start up the slope in the dusk, 
“You better get away quickly,”  about-turned and set off in quest of 
she panted; “I can’t hold him the searchlight again. As we passed 
much longer!” The man fied, my the farm gate once more my small 
friend released the dog’s collar, and passenger said wistfully : 
the dog dropped where he stood and “ What a pity this isn’t a racing 
slept again. car: we'd have been back by now.” 
But even with such protection, I begged him to get out and go 
living alone in the cottage was no nd join in the excitement, but he 
fun, and when we heard that a stubbornly insisted on staying with 
neighbouring farmer had received a me to give me his protection. 
letter from Molife saying that he Bless him. 
would come and kill him, I sent for Having got the searchlight and 
the police again, to report the returned to the farmhouse, we found 
second burglary. This time I was that everyone but the maids was in 
visited by a quick-witted, blood- full cry on the hill. I deposited my 
thirsty detective sergeant, who, how- _ protector and stumbled up the rough 
ever, was principally interested in a slopes in the dark. As I could hear 
copy of Trotsky’s book ‘Stalin’ on and see no one in the wide valley 
my bookshelf, and spent some time that lay beyond my hilltop, I sat 
probing to discover if I were a down on a high point and flashed 
Communist. A book by a Russian my searchlight in different directions, 
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sitting there I went out into the sun 


the constable appeared now and 


telephoned to and told to produce 
her. As it was by now after eleven 
I went off, South African fashion, 


“ Nearest railway station?” (Why 
did he want to know that ?) 

“ How far?” 

“ Two miles.” 

Later I was asked the identical 


rooms until at last I found the only 

was, it transpired, the magistrate 

himself. He told me to wait in the for morning tea, which I should have 
courtroom till the proceedings began. hated to miss. That did it. No 
The courtroom was empty, cold, soomer was my face buried in a 
dingy, dusty, and the clock had steaming cup than I was called, and 
stopped. When I was chilled with proceedings actually began. 
ee White witnesses and black sat in 
of the back stoep. My old friend different parts of the court. There 
two witness-boxes, one for 
again, and so did a sergeant who white and one for black. Three 
looked more intelligent but wasn’t. languages were used: Afrikaans, 
I mistakenly drew their attention to §_ English and Sesuto. The translator, 
myself by reminding them that I who was the only person in court 
was a working woman who could who showed any human feelings, 
not wait all day; they soothed me was kept busy. He translated all 
by promising I should be the first the witnesses’ statements to the 
witness called, and then decided it _prisomer, asking if he had anything 
would be a good thing to run over to say. But Molife stood tall and 
the case with me in order to sort out _— erect in his box, leg-irons on ankles, 
the two burglaries and the two lists | arms folded in his blanket, a motion- 
of stolen goods. The constable less, expressionless statue of some 
suddenly (no, not suddenly, not that dignity, and said never a word. 
constable) had the bright idea that Despite promises, all the other 
as his report looked rather messy— §_ witnesses were taken before me— 
he had spilt a good deal of ink on just to larn me, I think, for being 
it—he would copy it out. He asked impatient with the majestic South 
me to sign it and then added the African law. The pace was exasper- 
original date. I pointed out sternly tingly slow, partly on account of 
that he had implicated me in a lic, the necessity for translating, and 
but he had his clean copy—though _ partly because the magistrate, besides 
not quite so clean after [I had conducting the case, wrote every- 
corrected his spelling—and my point thing down himself in longhand. 
was not taken. Elizabeth was asked : 

The farmer who had brought over “ Your address ?” 

his native girl, as he called her, “ Riverside.” 

owner of stolen blankets, joined me 

on the stoep, entertaining me with 

interminable stories in which he was 
always the hero. Elizabeth, the 
other stolen-blanket owner, had failed 
to appear, and her mistress was 
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questions and gave identical answers, 
yet when my statement was read out 
I found he had written ‘ nearest 


let it go. 
bored that for fun I walked purposely 


answer he expected. 


“i was in July and the other in 
August.” 

“ How can you prove that?” 

The sergeant looked so woebegone 


“ I was there at the time.” 

“But”—to the sergeant—‘ the 
witness was away.” 

“Not at the time of the second 
burglary, your Worship.” 


disentangle him, as he faltered to a 
standstill. 
railway station Ladybrand, two “ Those, your Worship, belong to 
miles.’ the second burglary.” 3 
“Are you a housewife?” he “What second burglary? You 
asked me. haven’t said anything about two 
“ No,” I replied clearly. burglaries.” 
But without asking what I was, The sergeant quavered : 
he wrote me down as housewife. I “But there were two, your 
Worship.” 
into the black witness-box, from 
which I was hastily shoo’d out like 
ahen. The magistrate was a young 
man, but for some reason he had ‘that I said helpfully, “I can prove 
such a terrifying effect on the it,” adding reluctantly, “your 
constable and the sergeant that their § Worship.” 
hands shook, they lost their way “ How ?” 
among the papers and got more and 
more bewildered every moment. 
The sergeant questioned me, with 
supplementary remarks from the 
magistrate, and was thrown into 
confusion if I did not give him the When did it take plac 
a After some paper shuffling : 
“Do you know the prisoner?” “ August 17th.” 
he began. “ When was the witness away ?” 
“Yes.” (I had seen him in the (Why doesn’t he ask the witness 
police truck.) herself ? I wondered.) , 
“What!” The consternation on It took longer shuffling to find 
his face was so comic that I looked those dates again. At last: 
at the prisoner to enjoy it with me, “Between July 9 and 30, your 
_but he was staring impassively before Worship.” 
him. “Then which of these exhibits 
When the sergeant came to the belongs to which burglary ?” 
stolen goods he decided to take the This inconsiderate question con- 
lists of the two burglaries together. fused the sergeant so much that at 
I knew what would happen, and iast the magistrate, who probably 
inevitably the moment arrived when wanted a cup of coffee, declared: 
he got them inextricably muddled. “The court will adjourn till the 
“What are those exhibits?” papers are in order.” 
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So once more I sat on the back 
stoep, and another half-hour dragged 
slowly by, until at 12.30 we entered 


and got as far as the identification of 
my property. 

“ Is that your primus ? ”’ 

“ Yes, your Worship.” 

“ How can you identify it?” 

“ By the piece of string on the 


“It seems to me,” said the 
magistrate severely, “very strange 
that you can identify a primus by a 
piece of string on the pump.” 

“Yes, your Worship,” I replied. 
“I agree that it sounds absurd. 


a 


Basuto will say, astonished at the 
question : 

“But naturally I know my own 
sheep. I know their faces.” 

Though of course I had not lived 
with my bar of soap very long. 

After a quarter of an hour’s 
questioning the magistrate said : 

“It is nearly a quarter to one, so 
we will adjourn for lunch and 
resume at two o'clock.” 

At 1.50 I was back; the magistrate 
returned at 2.30 and questioned me 
for a quarter of an hour. It could 
so easily have been taken before 
lunch. But at last I—though not 
the unfortunate prisoner—was free. 
I asked the constable if I might take 
was refused. They were needed for 
the next court, presided over by a 
real judge. 

“* Mayn’t I even take my jam jar? 
I need it.” 

“No,” he said in his thick 
Afrikaans accent. “ We must show 
your yam yar to the yutz.” 

They presented me with a ten- 
shilling witness fee. I went out and 
found a ticket on my car; it had 
been parked in the wrong place. I 
obediently sought out the police and 
they fined me ten shillings. 


the courtroom again. The sergeant 

looked at me, and, though I had 

not spoken, said, “You must 

relax!”’ From him I thought that 

was good. 

This time we made some progress, 
All I can say is that my primus Aad 
a piece of string on the pump, and 
that all the other things look exactly 
like the things I lost. I cannot, for 
example,” I added quickly, getting 
it in first, “identify the bar of 
soap.” 

I thought of the sheep-stealing 
court cases among the mountain 
Basuto and of how, when asked 
how he can identify his sheep, a 
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the other little Cornish boys, and 
suffered accordingly. The little brute 
geraniums on the sunny window-sill 
of the classroom. 

. ““%E be proper missled,” said 
Hugo Pengellet,’ his hunch-backed 
schoolmaster, who drank smuggled 


shrieking as they plunged on the 
offal that floated on the slack tide.’ 

Andrew pushed Jane down the 
stairs, and the small eighteen-month- 
old girl lay on her back outside my 
door, roaring with rage and fright. 

Uncle Zeke had plenty of money 


*“ You be deriding o’ me nacow,” 


jeers and catcalls, “but I'll be a 
better man than thee, Lord Potting.” 
He wrestled with the barbed-wire 
that bound him.’ 

“ Afternoon, sir,” said the grocery 
boy through the window; “ we're 
clean out of raisin bread.” 

“ Susan!” I yelled. “ No raisin 
bread.” 

“ Please don’t shout,” said Susan. 
“You'll wake the babies. I'm 
coming.” 

‘Long after lights-out Ulysses 
slipped silently from “ Carlo Dolci ” 
dormitory, padding bare-footed along 


the well-kept lawns to the shadows 
of the laurel bushes.” At a gypsy 
encampment on the common was 
one Knuckler Tansy, one-time light- 
weight champion of the world. 
Here by the light of the fire Ulysses 
learned to fight under Queensberry 
rules, and when he had rested, the 
Knuckler showed him tricks known 
only to the Romanies. 

One night, with a lithe movement, 
he flung Knuckler Tansy over his 
shoulder against a waggon-wheel. 
“ There is little more that I can 
teach thee, little master,” said the 
Knuckler as he wiped the blood 
from his torn ear.’ 

My pen flew. I had the hang of 
the thing. As my readers will 
surmise, he started to throw the 
bigger boys about all over the place, 
and became centre-half for the First 


spirits in secret, and chewed parsley 
before the lessons. 
Ulysses’s father was a man of 
violent temper, but after the death 
of his young wife, whom he strangled 
with a piece of tarry rope from his 
fishing-boat, he took to religion, 
caught pneumonia from sitting on the dim corridors, pas Sdmunc 
her grave at night when it was rain- Spenser” and “ Milton” to the 
ing, and died. Uncle Zeke, an old _—_ great marble staircase, down which he 
sea Captain, assumed charge of our _ sped to the iron-studded front door. 
young hero, and took him to live Past the gymnasium he ran, across 
in a big stone mansion at Fowey. 
and Ulysses was packed off to St 
Clement’s, the most expensive pre- 
paratory school in the British Isles. 
His rough Cornish accent and pre- 
occupation with the sprites that 
inhabited the apple-blossom at the 
bottom of the headmaster’s garden 
made him a target for the derision 
of his young companions, all scions 
of noble families. 
his high, clear voice rose above the 
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ecstasy behind the hedge. 

Interruptions left me exacerbated. 
I could not get people to understand 
that I was a very precious tempera- 
mental being. 

“The stove’s out,” said Susan. 
“T’m sure you put too much on. 
The builders are coming on Tues- 
day.” 

“Damn the stove,” I said, and 
got up to go and correct things. 
“ What are they coming for ?” 

“To build the new kitchen, of 
course, and we ought to start empty- 
ing the cupboards in the playroom.” 

“We?” I said. 

At the age of fourteen, after six 
years at St Clement’s, the trans- 
mogrification of Ulysses was complete. 
He spoke slowly in the manner of 
his filthy little fellow pupils, and 
his drawl was perfected. While the 
big Victorian plums still hung from 
the headmaster’s trees the fruity 
resonance of his voice was the envy 
of all, and during the winter months 
he practised assiduously with rounded 
pebbles. The school barber kept 
his golden hair in curls. His front 
teeth were braced back sufficiently 
tion to leave no doubt about his 
Norman descent. The spanner with 
which he was wont to crank back 
his incisors now rests in the school 


museum. Ulysses was already 


marked for the Foreign Office or 
the Church. 

I tried to write for six hours a 
day, but my time-table of necessity 
was elastic. 

“Herd of sheep in the garden,” 
said Susan. 


Eleven. With a ‘flying mare’ he 
threw the assistant science master 
into the swimming-pool for a foul 
calumny on his parentage, and 
Rosamund, the headmaster’s little | 
daughter, clasped her hands in 

“ Sheeps! sheeps!” shouted An- 
drew. 

“Now, don’t panic,” I said 
severely, and fell over a heap of 
cars, bulldozers and plastic cows 
outside my door. “ Who left a gate 
open ?” 

“ You did,” said Susan. 

The sheep cleaned up the wall- 
flower plants before we drove them 
out in a woolly stream. 

Ulysses’ sam 
eventful. 
suffered 
Chandler, a hulking co 
Lower IV., but after 
burned him with a red- 

Agar’s Plough. He was soon elected 
to ‘Pop,’ and was captain of the 
Cricket Eleven. He made two 
hundred and thirty-one runs against 
Harrow to carry his bat to victory. 
It was at this match that Winston 
Churchill (as he was then) coined a 

phrase that rang as a challenge 
throughout the world: 

“O tempora! O Mores!” he 
said. 

Ulysses led the Shooting Eight to 
win the Ashburton Shield. 

*““Keep your pencil sharp,” he 
said laughingly to a young officer 

of the sth Carabineers. The crisp 
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Master,” said the Knuckler, stroking 
the head of the ¢yas perched on his 
wrist.’ 


cracked his head open and needed 
stitching. I had heard some howls 
as a background to Ulysses’s epic 
fight. 

When Susan and the small 


it, was pleased at the disappearance 
of Gentleman Cadet Fotheringay, 
and saw to it that Ulysses became 
a Senior Under-Officer. My descrip- 
tion of his final passing-out parade 
is worthy of note. I wrote— 

“There was a tenseness in the 
gaily-coloured crowd that thronged 
the green lawns as the Adjutant called 
the parade to attention. 

*“ Senior Under - Officer Tren- 
arren,” he commanded. 

“Our hero strode past the ranks 
of his comrades to stand before the 
C.LG.S. 


I was tempted to cross out that 
speech, for not all Chiefs of the 
Imperial General Staff are so muddled 
in their thinking. On second thoughts 
I let it stand : it is the sort of speech 
I myself would like to make. 

I sat for an hour or more wonder- 
ing what to do with the little swine 
now. Susan brought me some coffee. 

“ How are you getting on ?” she 


the care with which I was writing. 
It will be noticed that I brought 
things to life with my details, such 
as the Levis two-stroke motor-cycle, 
and the seams of the trousers. 
Ulysses was granted two days’ leave 
of absence, during which he sought 
out his old friend Knuckler Tansy. 
What was said over the savoury pot 
of hare stew in the depths of Epping 
Forest will never be known; but 
Gentleman Cadet Fotheringay dis- 
appeared. 
*“ Our peoples wander far, little 
Field-Marshal, and presented him 
When I wrote that bit I knew with the Sword of Honour. He 
that Ulysses and Fotheringay would went on: “The eyes of Oudenarde, 
meet in a snow-clogged pass in the Malplaquet, Blenheim, Goojerat and 
Caucasus many years later. Mooltan are upon you at this 
Ulysses was just winning the moment.”’ 
welter-weight against Woolwich when 
“ Stuck, at the moment,” I said; 
“but it’s good, you know, sort of 
| different.” 
“ I expect it is,” said Susan. 
I dragged Ulysses back to the 
parade. 
* Little did he know, as he marched 
of a renegade. past with the Sword of Honour at 
The Major, to say the least of the Carry, that from a top-storey 
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explained her ideas. Tear out this It was a mistake to have stopped 
wall, move the door, build a wall at the village. Major - General 
here to make a passage; windows | Campobello had not been awarded 
in there, high enough for the sink the O.B.E. for nothing. With the 
unit ; switches for the electric cooker aid of the permanent staff of the 
there; take out the built-in cup- R.M.C. (they loved the old warrior) 
boards and make the new passage he manned a road-block south of 
level with the other floors. Basingstoke, and there he horse- 
It seemed to me that I must sell whipped the young villain and, 
the book as soon a8 possible. I § rummaging in the back of the motor- 
shuffied back to my desk to kick car, pulled out the Sword of Honour 
Ulysses on his way through life. and broke it across his knee. Ulysses’s 
“Where d’you want the rubble chance of a military career was 
put ?” asked Susan. gone: Uncle Zeke altered his will 


window in the grey stone building “In the duck-pond,” I said, and 
a pair of baleful eyes was watching pulled the bear out by its feet. 
him. The Maharajah of Chaikhana This made it howl. 
was under close arrest; dirty buttons.’ That night Ulysses loaded the 
I should explain that the Maharajah § Commandant’s daughter, Hydrangea, 
had every reason to be angry. and the Sword of Honour into his 
Ulysses, with his vast resources, front-wheel-drive Alvis and roared 
had bribed a Sunni Moslem prince towards Southampton. 
to smear Chaikhana’s buttons with Major-General Sir Cosmo Campo- 
rifle-oil five minutes before he was bello had lavished all his love and 
due on parade. The Maharajah understanding on his daughter. After 
knew also that Ulysses was respon- Hydrangea was eight years old not 
sible for the ‘nobbling’ of his a day passed—except Sundays, Good 
horse before the Race for Gentlemen Fridays, Easter days and Christ- 
Cadets at the Garth Point-to-Point. | mases—in which she was not ex- 
Of course, our old friend Knuckler ércised in map reading for an hour 
Tansy had been in on that. before breakfast, followed by an 
I introduced these incidents, un- —_hour’s arms drill under her governess, 
important in themselves, to show Miss Turtle, who later became 
that there was possibly terrible Commandant of the A.T.S. Yet, 
retribution awaiting Ulysses within for some reason, Hydrangea was | 
a few hundred pages. not happy. Just as I got the two 
The head of a firm of builders, runaways safely into bed at Hartly 
an electrician and a plumber arrived. Wintney the vicar arrived on his 
I listened helpfully while Susan annual visit. 
“I’m bear. I’m bear,” said Jane, and refused to forward any money. 
unexpectedly, and crawled into the (Earlier in the novel I had killed off 
knee-hole of my desk, growling. | Uncle Zeke in a terrible death-bed 


THE NOVEL $43 


scene, but a few strokes of the pen 


“Can I light the fire in the 
sitting-room ?” I asked Susan. Yes, 
I could if I went to the garage for 
some logs. It was raining and one 
of my bedroom slippers had a hole 


foolscap pages later, with ten 
thousand Iraqi dinars and a Miss 
Gladys Dufour from the Windmill 
Theatre, he flew to Baghdad. Soon 
he was accepted at the Embassy 
and the Alwiya Club, and had taken 
over the Mastership of the Royal 
Exodus Hunt. Later, he sold Miss 


‘“Tr is I, sahib,” whispered a 
voice. “ Ibrahim.” ’ 


had rescued Ulysses from the angry 
mob in the sacred city of Kerbela, 
and now acted as his personal 
bodyguard. 

*“ Enter, Ibrahim,” called Ulysses, 
and the hawk-faced Arab stood before 
him. 

** Sahib, Inter Pol he come. You 
must flee.” 

“Ulysses gazed hungrily at the 


*“ Good-bye, Petrova Alexandra 
Petronova,” he hissed. “I will 
return. Good-bye, my eyes, my love, 
my little quail.” 

* Swiftly he disguised himself as 
a simple Arab fisherman, and with 


put matters right.) Nevertheless, 
the education of Ulysses, and his 
intimacy with the aristocracy and 
the better type of commoner, stood } 
and 
tures he had as he travelled the Dufour to a shickh of the Shammar 

tribe at a handsome profit. 

Somewhere at this point a herd 
of cows escaped from a field and 
trampled on our young rose-bushes. 
I had pulled down part of the fence 
round the garden so that the builders 
could wheel their barrows without 
hindrance. 

‘There was a scratching at his 
door. Ulysses put a finger to his 
lips as a warning to the Circassian 
girl curled up on the divan. 

Right Easy Pen Co. young builder 
came through the wall of my room It was the Police Sergeant who 
in a cloud of dust and bricks. 
in it. 
At Eton, Ulysses had impressed 
his tutor with his mathematical 
ability, and now he fiddled the 
accounts with ease. This enabled girl. 
him, not only to move in the best 
social circles, but to transfer big 
sums of money to a bank in Urfa, 
a small town in south-east Turkey, 
close to the Syrian border. He 
took flying-lessons, and twenty-six 
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the hills of Nepal. But owing to 
the policy of the Nepalese govern- 
ment it was not possible for ordinary 
regimental officers to visit the home- 
lands of their men until 1952. 
Climbers in the Himalayas had 
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SKOULDING 


the hills opened, I was sent to the 
Pension Paying Post at the very foot 
of the hills where Kajiman lived. I 


Sincg the recruitment of Gurkhas when a Gurkha took his discharge, 
into the service of the British began 

a 81s there hasbeen tow 
of recruits, leave men, discharged 

men and pensioners to and from 

hitherto been the only Europeans 

to visit the areas from which the 

Gurkhas were recruited, and they 

were tied down to a time schedule these questions for myself. Captain 
or prevented by the language diffi-  Kajiman Limbu had left his old 
culty from gaining any intimate shot-gun in the company arms Kote 
knowledge of the people through when he had gone on pension, 
whose lands they passed. since he had not been able to afford 
The British officers of the old the import duty into India. 

Indian depots, Dehra Dun, Jalapahar “Take it with you,” said the 
and Gorakhpur, used to question Company Commander to me, “ and 
the men closely on their tribal give it to Kajiman when he comes 
customs, languages and clan system, to draw his pension. You'll need 
and in time built up an impressive a gun at the Depot.” I did as he 
catalogue of information that was suggested, and a few of the migratory 
all the more fascinating because it sporting birds fell before it during 
could seldom be verified by first- that winter season on the plains. 
hand observation. As eager young Throughout the following hot weather 
recruits the men were brought down and rains the gun remained greased 
from the hills by their own recruiters, in my wardrobe, but when the 
and as seasoned veterans they re- monsoon lessened and the paths to 
turned to their remote fastnesses, 

fields from Ypres to Imphal. But 
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: 


map i 
by simply asking passers-by. 


important annual event. One morn- Needless to say, none of the foot- 


for 


ing Kajiman strode into my office paths in the hills is sign-posted. 


Kajiman’s district was Chaubise, 


tent, most debonair in the Limbu 


and as that was marked on the map, 
I made as straight a course as possible 


HAGE 


if 


i: 


To 


me, then, Limbuan became a Never- downward peth I hed the uncanny 


remembered the 

y i 
ress — - Ts avai 
legged trousers and square-tailed 
shirt tied across the chest with re 
Perched on his head at a th 
angle was the small black-ar for 
checked-cloth skull- 

up-country 
Never Land. enchnanungiy remot anomie 
as King Arthur’s Avalon, but it 
was with surprisingly little difficulty 
the Governor of the frontier town 
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in simple rhyme which, he assured at us from verandah 
me, were handy opening conversa- d. The grumbling 
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rough blanket in the chill winter air, 
did not evince a great deal of surprise 
when complete strangers woke his 
entire family in the middle of the 
night. 

His son, carrying a paraffin-lantern, 
led us down a few terraces to Kaji- 


+ 


time she brought up steaming 
platters of rice with bowls of delici- 


still battling along this narrow, ill- § man’s substantial two-storey house 
defined path that ran about three- and threw pebbles up at the heavily- 
quarters of the way up a long valley shuttered windows until someone 
that we believed to be in Chaubise. 7 ' 

Occasionally we passed lone houses, 
and were told at each with the same 
enthusiastic pessimism that it was 
miles to Khuwapani and that we 
would never get there. However, I 
had promised Kajiman by letter 
that I would arrive at his house on 
Saturday evening, and by this time 
the memory of my promise had 
hardened into a grim, if somewhat 
desperate, determination. 

Eventually we were told that the ously salty black dal and curried 
next house we should come to was potatoes, and of course raksi, the 
in the area generally known as__ hill spirit made from maize. 
Khuwapani. Soon the barking of After the meal a comforting warmth 
the dogs told us that we were stole over us, and the sharp tang of 
approaching it; and we made our tobacco from Kajiman’s hookah hung 
way cautiously towards a tiny wattle § upon the night air. Outside, the full 
hut, the home of a very poor farmer. § moon had risen and stood high above 
He knew Captain Kajiman well (did the rounded tops of his tangerine- 

he not win a Bahaduri in the Burma trees. There was no inclination to 

War ?) and insisted that we should go to sleep now, and a pensioner 

rest awhile and take a cup of raksi _ friend of Kajiman’s had joined us, 

and some curried vegetables, after a typical Limbu with long, sallow 

which his son would guide us to features, eyes slightly drawn down 

Captain Kajiman’s house. I now af the corners, and a thin strip of 

had a fair explanation for one of drooping moustache. Conversation 

the Gurkha’s military qualities. Even came in brief, monosyllabic spasms, 

in their peaceful home life they give | punctuated by long pulls at cigarette 

the appearance of being in the middle or hookah. Here, in classically 

of a campaign, and this man, sleep- simple surroundings without the 

| ing on his verandah under a single distractions of artificial sound or 

light, one felt that spoken words 

| were of ponderous significance and 
| fell upon the ears of eternity. 

| I awoke the next morning to hear 

a curious booming sound that seemed 

to be moving on the bare crest of 

the hill above us. I crawled out 
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al; 


speech ? Who taught them to make 


| 

were over the edges of 

to give A wizened Limbu 

the “grown Cigarette 
ize leaf, with an 

covered coarseness. I took 

new s ed him one of 

mine. 

The smoke from the fires streamed 
in quivering columns to the stars, 
and my thoughts became detached. 
I was an intruder from another 
world and another age, looking upon 

. scenes that had happened long ago 
had started up again, and had been momentarily plucked 
d more people were outoftime. Who were these Limbus? 
. Ourpartyreturned Where did they come from? What 
wasted expanse saw their birth as a 

living nation, first heard their clipped 
slender-bladed kukris, built up 

of fine laminations of steel, forged 

by days of ceaseless hammering, 

and tempered in the mountain 
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Noni Jabavu. Drawn in Colour. 208 pp. 
(Murray.) 18s. 


g 


an act of ‘ incredible, dessicated, crass 
intellectualism’ and ‘an inexplicable 

psychology.’ In fact, there is a good 
deal worth thinking about in this picture 
of a continent suspended between two 


J. R. M. Butler. Lord Lothian (Philip . 
Kerr), 1882-1940. 385 pp. (Mac- 
4238. 


it) but it is not blurred by passion or 
prejudices. She quotes some words 

Only an African could have written heard from her elders: ‘In the old 
this book about Africans: perhaps only days it was better for an African to deal 
Europe, which allows the continent to 
be viewed from ou 
within. Miss No 
by birth to the Ban 
and married in E 
double qualification 
an account of som 
see in these private 
tions of the probl 
of Africa in a tim 
was recalled to South Africa for the 
funeral of her brother, a victim of 
Johannesburg gangsters, and went on worlds. 
to visit a married sister in Uganda, whose 
failure to communicate with her family 
had caused anxiety. There she was 
shocked to discover deep divergences 
between the outlooks of East and South 
African peoples with regard to the home It is twenty years since Lord Lothian 
and to the position of women ; for that died, at a critical moment of history. 
reason her sister’s marriage was founder- That he died in America, removed from 
ing, and she set to work to save it, if the direct impact of war and yet (as 
possible, from total shipwreck. British Ambassador) so deeply involved 

On this thread of narrative are strung in it, has a kind of symbolic fitness. 
descriptions of native life both in the For here was a man who was active 
South and in the less advanced East, and influential in the political life of 
in an age when westernised manners his time, yet who seems always to stand 
mix uneasily with inherited ideas and a little removed from the hurly-burly of 
customs. ‘Our sovereign concepts of politics. An aristocratic aloofness ? 
life have to be rudely adapted to new Hardly; for his outlook was democratic, 
patterns.” Miss Jabavu touches only and but for the accident of his succes- 
slightly on the topics that fill the news- sion to a peerage he might well have 
papers: on nationalism, apartheid, the |§ found himself in the Commons, and 
colour clash in its political aspects. Her holding office. Perhaps one thinks of 
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us by devious routes through the country 


on the mixing and flavouring, and here 
af In around Toulouse and southward to the 


wideness _ the late Andrew Shirley has proved him- 


yet 


was the large im- _ self an experienced cook. He has led 


attracted him, not 


life 
of the very 


it because 
it 


“3 
E 


even an architectural detail or some illumina- 
to the — tion of the past. He seems also to have 


failed, as 
the trae 


. 


is in- 
in our wars of Albi. erg 
ever met such a type?” “ No,” said 


the 


In ‘ South from Toulouse ’” he travels 


Bag 


called —_ with an unflagging zest for whatever 


may turn up. From contemplating pre- 


ame historic cave paintings at Niaux he 
had, and his work in Washington in the proceeds to the discovery, at Rodez rail- 


station, of a thrush ‘ so light 


with every 


Sir James Butler’ 


deals faithfully 


did not live to see 


3 


aj 


many One Pyrenees. hic was a Cultivated guide, as 
character of helpful over a menu or wine-list as over 
hould be apart from a strong aversion to the late 
-mecir for that President Wilson. When in a Toulouse 
failure his work bookshop he inquired for works about 
under 
labec 
generally as secre 
Trust. 
Indeed he wo 
two years sooner than he did. As 
was, those last two years gave him 
larger claim on his country’s gratitud 
Sir Winston Churchill 
Catholic priesthood and late 
satisfaction in Christian Scie 
Andrew Shirley. South fre 
252 pp. (Chatto & Windus.) 253. 
Oliver Warner. Emma Hamilton and 
equal proportions, oe ps Sir Wilkam. 222 pp. (Chatto & 
graphical description, then sprinkle Windus.) 25s. Pp. 
generously with comments on local 
dishes and vintages, and you have the The design which Mr Warner began 
confection. Of course success depends two years ago with his book about 
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NELSON 


Main Lines 
Across the Border 


O. S. NOCK and ERIC TREACY A really 
beautiful volume—a ‘book and lyrics’ partner- 
ship between a famous writer on railways and 
neys of today and yesterday on the three main 
routes north of Laacaster, Settle and Newcastle. 
63 half-tone plates 


The Individuality 
of Portugal 


DAN STANISLAWSKI Many curious 


question, is also a study in the evolution of 
national cultures generally. The author's 
own photographs reveal the natural beauty of 
the country and the activities of its people. 
24 pages of half-tone plates and 3 maps 

x63" 248pp jos 


A Chalk Garden 


F. C. STERN ‘Sir Frederick Stern’s fascina- 
ting and eminently readable account of his forty 
years’ experience in garden-making at High- 
down.’ The Times 


MODERN SHRUBS 


DWARF BULBS 
FOR THE 
E. B. Anderson 
A thoroughly comprehensive 
work by an ex-President of the 
Alpine Society, excluding only 
bulbs of doubtful hardiness. 
“The best book on this subject 
to-day and valuable for re- 
ee ference.’ Daily Telegraph 4pp 
of coloured photographs 18s 
E. H. M. and P. A. Cox 
illustrated by 
Margaret Stones 
‘A beautifully produced book, 
Modern Shrubs, contains four 
exquisite plates in colour by 
Margaret Stones, also many 
The authors have a deep 
knowledge of shrubs and have 
travelled far and wide from 
ee their own garden in Glendoick’. 
users of maps have wondered why Portugal, The Gardener's Chronicle 
sharing with Spain the semi-isolated and 4 colour plates and a1 line 
apparently unitary Iberian Peninsula, ever drawings 255 
became a separate and independent nation. 
This book, which answers that specific THE CREAM 
OF ALPINES 
Frank Barker 
illustrated by 
Terence Freeman 
“What better guide could be 
found? ... The book is 
beautifully produced.’ Homes 
ee and Gardens 
‘A charming little book... 
with invaluable hints... 
beautifully produced, with an 
abundance of illustrations.’ 
The Countryman 
6 full-page colour plates and 44 
line drawings 15s 
J 


A gracious welcome 
fo your guests 


16/- bottle - 8/6 half-bottle 
Also Magnums 32/- 


JOHN MURRAY 


Far Places and People 


FROM A PERSIAN 

TEA-HOUSE. A delightful 
traveller’s picture of Persia. 
Michael Carroll. 21s.net. 


THE CHANGING 


WIND. A rare personal dis- 
covery of tropical Mexico. 
Karena Shields. 16s. net. 


RAIN and the FEAST 
of the STARS. 


Growing up in Japan. 
Reiko Hatsumi. 16s net. 


ARTHUR GRIMBLPE’s 
famous book on the Gilbert 
islands Pattern of 
Islands now issued as a paper- 
back. 3s. 6d. net. 
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Nelson is completed in this study of 
the other two sides of the Nelson- 
Hamilton triangle: Sir William and his 


the able diplomat with the 
tastes of an archeologist and connois- 


AU 


influential than any English diplomat of 
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Emma. Emma herself joked about ‘ 7ria 
SHERRY | juncta in Uno,’ the motto of the Order 
¥ Fy of the Bath to which both men belonged. 
oR | But what an affinity of opposites it was, 
.- °* _ how dissimilar the backgrounds and the 
| characters of these three! Behind Sir 
& | gseur, was the long aristocratic tradition ; 
DRY FLY | Nelson, his genius apart, was the type 
SHERRY | of the aspiring middle-class ; Emma, in 
a | all her grandeur, remained always a 
<i le. Mr Warner can 
| personifying Taste, 
i | , but he shows us 
| ions three human 
in the background of the Nelson- 
| Hamilton romance; Mr Warner gives 
| @ rounded portrait of him. As envoy 
| to the Court of Naples he was more 
| the age except perhaps Sir Horace Mann 
in Florence; the Royal Society valued 
his eye-witness reports of the eruptions 
| of Vesuvius ; as a collector he sent home 
many treasures besides the Portland 
| Vase which inspired Josiah Wedgewood. 
| The author has been able to include 
| gome unpublished letters, and though 
some of the correspondence with Charles 
Greville about Emma’s future treats a 
_ delicate subject in what today seems a 
curiously matter-of-fact tone, it does not 
alter the impression of Sir William as 
a man of essential kindliness and good 
sense. When he died in 1803 a news- 
| paper obituary concluded by saying that 
| “of Sir William Hamilton it is im- 
possible to think without the utmost 
_ fondness and respect.’ Mr Warner does 


The First 
World War 


Cyril Falls 


Formerly Military 
Correspondent of “‘ The Times” 
and Chichele Professor of 

the History of War at Oxford 
University. 

This comprehensive and 
authoritative book is of 
immense interest. Captain Falls 
appraises the personalities, 
talents and defects of the 
principal leaders ; the plans and 
politics, and the atmosphere 
and peculiarities of the various 
theatres of war; and depicts | 
battle scenes with verve and 
skill. 


* brilliant and controversial.’ 
Sir John Elliot THE SUNDAY 
TIMES 

* (he) writes with fairness, 


clarity, and a dry sense of 
realism.’ THE TIMES 


Illustrated 42s. 


Longmans 


Servant 
of this House 


Life in the 
Old Bank of England 
H. G. de FRAINE 
“His many stories of bank 
characters 


and Victorian eccen- 

trics are quite fascinating. Mr 

de Fraine writes with an casy 

style and every word of this out- 
of-the-rut book is readable.” 

John O” Londons. 

Illus. 253s. 


The 


Forgotten King 


and other essays 
DEREK HUDSON 


“ Mr Hudson is a companionable 
essayist and most pleasantly have 
Constable published him. Part 
of Mr Hudson’s charm is that he 
is far from being exclusively a 


BSB 
books-about-books writer. He is 
equally entertaining on the real 
life history of the dodo, on King 
William IV, on Grandma Moses, 
and on Dick Turpin.” The Times. 
12s. 6d. 
In the 
Steps of Jesus 

Text and notes by Canon René 

Leconte ; photographs by 

Frederique Duran. 

“To-day,” writes the Arch- 

' bishop of Lille in a Foreword, 

“many of the places in Palestine 

, look much as they did in Jesus’ 
time.”” The scenes and land- 

; scapes are here depicted in 60 

| gravure plates, and 8 full-page 

a illustrations in colour. 

‘ 45s. 

Constable 
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not 
leaves 
of tone 


Chatto & Windus 
Margaret 
Irwin 


THAT GREAT 


LUCIFER 
A Portrait of Sir Walter Ralegh 


. of the great novels of all 
time.” LOUIS ARAGON 


‘A fascinating, wholly absorb- 
ing story.” § WILLIAM HAGGARD 
Books of the Month 


*An excellent story—I read it 


The Leopard 
| PRINCE OF LAMPEDUSA 
Unmatched. reviews and sales : 
throughout the Continent. 
An intimate picture of the fabulous , , 
) adventurer, poet, lover, explorer, who with great pleasure. 
history's most controversial Translated by Archibald Colquhoun 
with Harvill 16s. 
RICHARD CHURCH: ‘ There grows up 
| round those arrogant features the 
| whole world of Elizabethan England, 
| THE PRIVATE PAPERS OF 
in this book.” H Beli h 
Ilustrated 25s. net ore-belisna 
| BOOK SOCIETY CHOICE R. J. Minney reveals an aston- 
litical tal 
‘An absorbing book of major 
interest.” 
MAURICE EDELMAN, Sunday Times 
Out of the — 7 
RAY PARKIN 
On March Ist, 1942, H.M.AS. Perth rhe 
fighting superbly against tremendous Trial Begins 
story is unsurpassed in the 
annals of ABRAM TERTZ’S 
enthralling accoun 
heroic voyage in an open boat by anonymous satire on life under 
survivors intent on escaping the Stalin—unpublishable in Russia. 
Japanese. ‘An extremely good novel—no 
introduction by less illuminating in its way than 
Laurens Van Der Post Doctor Zhivago.’ 
Illustrated 2Is. net MICHAEL FRAYN, Guardian 
Translated by Max Hayward 
Hogarth Press Collins 
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now remembers that 
abdicating ?). It was he 
the British monarchy.’ 
One consequence 
popularity of the moc 
books about royalty de 
like autumn leaves, 
some could well be 
would be wrong to inc 
this contribution by a 


‘a poetry of sea 
and sun, 
and landfall’, 


Times 

i The Journeying Moon. 

Its author has now written a second 

splendid account of his journeyings 
down the sun’s track. 


The Wind off 
the Island ....... 


Voyaging under 


Sail 


ERIC C. HISCOCK 


AND GARDEN 


THE WORLD’S CLASSICS 


| Man-Eaters of 


Kumaon and 
The Temple Tiger 


JIM CORBETT 


With an Introduction by GEOFFREY 
CUMBERLEGE 


The full text of two stories which are 


now among the classics of adventure. 
The introduction includes some 

hitherto unpublished biographical 
material. 8s 6d net 


East African 


Explorers 


Selected and introduced by CHARLES 
RICHARDS and JAMES PLACE 


This selection includes extracts from 
the writings of Livingstone and Stanley, 
Burton, Speke, Grant, Baker and 
Thomson, Charles New, J. W. Gregory, 
Teleki and von Hohnel, Lugard, and 
Macdonald. 9s 6d net 


OXFORD UNIVERSITY PRESS 


‘Here is the perfect escape hatch from 
the 8.38 train from suburbia . . . . what 
makes the book so companionable is 
. the author’s gift for explaining, in lively 
; detail, every single thing the reader 
needs to know about finding a craft 
and sailing off to the South Seas... . as 
readable as a good novel, as exhilara- 
ting as a dinghy race... ." HOUSE 
Illustrated 353 net 
Twin 
. | Brother Hell 
x ™ RICHARD SELLIER tells the 
. fascinating story of his years on 
the Gold Coast, developing the | [Ji 
. timber wealth of West Africa’s great 
forests. 21s. 
Against the 
Wilderness 
ERIC COLLIER will be marked | 
by the appearance of this book as 
one of the great pioneers of modern 
developing , acres of waste- 
S land in Canada is a classic of 
courage and resource. 
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that 


: 


for five 


Est. 1815 


ano 


the way Mackinlay’s have 
made it now, father and son, 
generations. 


MACKINLAY’S 


SCOTCH WHISKY 


Should you have difficulty in obtaining supplies, write direct to this address, giving name of normal supplier: 
CHAS. MACKINLAY & CO. LTD «- 11 WATERLOO PLACE, LONDON, S.W.1. 
were? 


chiefly of the dangers of that journcy, 
or of its political significance, it is the 
religious aspect—the persecution of a 
god-king—that shocks the peoples of 
the East and disgraces the present 
Chinese rulers in their eyes. 
Meanwhile the whole Communist 
machinery of indoctrination, deporta- 
tion and forced labour grinds on for 
the subjugation of Tibet, and Com- 
munist China has gained a springboard 
from which to menace India. Mr Barber 
appears to feel as bitter towards Nehru 
as towards the men in Peking ; Nehru’s 
timidity, he considers, has been deplor- 
able ; for a strong stand by India would 
have given reasonable ground for hope 
Tibet. 
himself mainly to the actual fighting, 
: with briefer glances at the political 
wer. background and the home fronts. Yet 
he has not allowed pressure on space 
The time has come, say the publishers, to squeeze all colour out of his story. 
for the story of the 1914-18 war to be He shows us the men behind the crowd- 
he Mackintay Family themsal/es 
= This True Scotch Whisky has the 
unusual distinction of being 
independently 
in t 
Mackinlay family. 
This is the way a great 
eS whisky should be made — 


2,3 
i 
3 


13a Castle Street, Edinburgh 2 
or through any bookseller 


author usually has the knack of turning 
such experiences to his own uses and 
this one provides the substance of some 
lively chapters in Mr Pudney’s ‘ auto- 
biographical gambit.’ After all, escort- 


age 


ee 


fa 


study in the small hours ; at Manchester 
he casts the yet unknown Wilfred Pickles 
in the improbable part of a Chartist 
agitator; much later again, he is Sir 
Winston Churchill’s guest at Chartwell 
where, beside the swimming-pool, he 
listens in horror while his small daughter 
asks the great man whether he is afraid 
of spiders. 


Peter de Polnay. The Crack of Dawn. 
196 pp. (Hollis & Carter.) 18s. 


Another and a more introspective 
piece of autobiography is this ‘ child- 
hood fantasy’ by Mr Peter de Polnay. 
It leads one into a child’s imaginative 
world, but even the actual world here 
depicted has an air of strangeness. It 
was a world where moncy was not 
lacking ; but for the motherless children 
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real or supposed crime against Authority. 
Except for one whose cheery pranks 
culminated in the disappearance of the 
ily plate, their offences were often 
than well-meant efforts to 
boy a little more of the world 
narrow circle which confined 
of them, when his turn came 
dismissal, even recommended his 


is word; it was only one of several 
brief glimpses of freedom. It is not 
perhaps surprising that, in this fenced- 
in world, the haunting shade of Denis 
the footman, who had committed suicide, 
loomed larger in the boy’s life than any 
living person outside the family circle. 
There have been many books in 


there was no real home, only a 
cosmopolitan existence ruled over by 
governesses and tutors, and a flitting 
from one villa or hotel to another in 
Switzerland and Italy, in the far-off 
ing a variety of people round West End epoch before and during the First 
properties and collecting rents in Soho World War. In the background was 
slums could well offer more food for the potent figure of a bitter and tyran- 
the imagination than, say, a Victorian nical father—significantly never referred 
blacking factory or a draper’s shop in to except as Authority—whose brief 
the Potteries. appearances were the occasion for 
While the Soho tenement dwellers, thrashings and for summary dismissals 
with their friendly cups of tea, were among the staff. So Mr de Polnay 
portrays a series of tutors whose reigns 
were always being cut short by some 
t 
politics. 
in his 
W. H. A up @ pipe fo 
which Edwardian childhood has been 
seen nostalgically in a golden glow. 
This one displays it in another light. 
Here memory has not gilded the past, 
and the childhood here remembered 
seems to have offered little excuse for 
idealising it. 
reave. The Pointed Leopard 
255 pp. (Eyre & Spottiswoode.) 
18s. 
The frontier between fact and fiction 
is a trifle blurred in ‘ The Painted 
Leopard.’ This, says the jacket, is a 
novel, and the characters fictitious. It 
is when we find the principal one, the 
narrator, being addressed as ‘Mr | 


THE WAR 
1939-1945 


and JAMES REEVES 


Following in the footsteps of Guy Chapman’s Vain Glory, 
which summed up the 1914-18 war twenty years after the 
Armistice, this collection of the finest writings on all aspects 
of the Second World War, on land, at sea and in the air, is a 
chronicle of every kind of war experience by people in uniform 
and out of uniform, by people fighting and people fleeing, 
including: 


BRITISH - FRENCH - GERMAN - AMERICAN 
RUSSIAN ITALIAN JAPANESE 


1,152 pp 10x6} 20 maps 50/- 
CASSELL 


THIRTY SECONDS AT QUETTA 


Robert Jackson 
A vivid close-up of the disastrous earthquake which, on the night of 
May 31st, 1935, destroyed 30,000 human beings. 21s. 


To be published on June | 3th 


SEVEN MEN AT DAYBREAK 
Alan Burgess 
Two Czech parachutists, trained in England, were sent to kill 
Heydrich. How they completed their task and the terrible revenge 
exacted by the Nazis is brilliantly told in this worthy successor to 
The Small Woman. 18s. 


both illustrated from all booksellers 
VAN 


Just Out . 


Two Fleets 
Surprised 


RONALD SETH 


Why was the Battle of Cape Matapan 
(1941) important? ‘ This timely and 
welcome victory,” wrote Winston 
Churchill, ‘ disposed of all challenge 
to British mastery in the Eastern 
Mediterranean at this critical time.’ 
Ronald Seth gives us here a factual 
minute -to- minute account of this 
battle which he’ has compiled from 


Italian official sources as well as from 
Admiralty records. 
Illustrated Maps net 


The 
Wandering 
Gun 


J. K. STANFORD 


Col. J. K. Stanford, a master of his 
subject, here covers many aspects of 
shooting, touching on the joys and 
agonies of days spent with a gun on 
some of the great, estates of this 
country, the habits of game birds, the 
origin of shooting customs, several 
ways of hitting your bird and among 
much else, what transport and cloth- 
ing are suggested for this testing and 
exhilarating sport. 

Illustrated 21s net 


C. P. SNOW 


THE AFFAIR 


more’’—PETER GREEN ( The Bookman). 
BOOK SOCIETY CHOICE. 183 


SMALL BOAT 
TO THE 
SKAGERRAK 


ROGER PILKINGTON 
* This is a very happy sequel to Dr. 


BAMBOO DOCTOR 


Japanese Prisoner - of - War camps 
record of man’s inhumanity to man 


LORD LOTHIAN 


J. R. M. BUTLER 


“ Lothian’s life takes the reader into 
many corridors of contemporary 
British history and the book is dis- 
tinguished by a style which these 
biographies often lack "—Time and 
Tide. “An important biography of 
a remarkable man”—John O’ 
London’ s. 11 plates. 42s 


MACMILLAN 


ve 
this«brilliantly compulsive 
study of highminded injustice and 
prejudices, he excels himself in his 
mystery story and a profoundly 
searching study of human passions. 
. It would be difficult to ask for 
at 
in Belgium and Holland, and, as ever, 
his interest in history, topography 
and folklore make his travelogue 
additionally diverting” —The Sphere. 
Illustrated by David Knight. 25s 
STANLEY S. PAVILLARD 
A doctor tells of his experiences in 
and of heroic courage and endurance. 
a 7 plates, 2 maps. 18s 
he 
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In Mother’s Place 


Parents may “‘forget’’—and the forgotten 
child soon becomes the problem child. 
By mothering these unfortunate children 
with love and skill, Salvationists seek to 
save their threatened lives. A remarkable 
majority grow up into happy, 
normal citizens who would 
otherwise be a tragic liability. 
Will you put yourself in 
some “mother’s place”’ by 
a gift or legacy to 
The Salvation Army 
113 Queen Victoria St., 
London, E.C.4. 
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RHEUMATISM AND CATARRH 


system, and both are speedily relieved 


OF SCOTLAND , by wonderful, exclusive formula, con- 


taining NO DRUGS. Yow can have 


INCORPORATED BY ROYAL CHARTER 1727 FREE details of this amazing ee 
which has been used with success 
HEAD OFFICE more than 2,000 cases, by writing to: 
ST ANDREW SQUARE, EDINBURGH TAMAR VALLEY HERBAL CLINIC 
The Bank of Scotland 


PSORIASIS, etc. 
ASSOCIATE BANKS: Real relief for skin sufferers at last! 
GLYN, MILLS & CO. Banish scales and irritation with 
LONDON amazing prescription of West Country 


WILLIAMS DEACON’S SANK LTD. 
MANCHESTER, LONDON and branches 


11 Old Bond Street, London, W.! 


THE ROYAL BANK are both caused by poisons in the 
Scotland and in London, 
and Correspondents in 
every part of the world, 
today offers every facility 
of a_modern banking system. 
herbalist. 
Send TODAY for free details: 
HAHNEMANN HOMOEOPATH! 
i] Dept. 29 
| 


